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ing forward to a jollification on Christmas Eve, but Fate, or rather, Poor Papa, has crushed our hopes. Through his forgetfulness in 
trances were useless; the 


a. We had been look 
"nection with one or two little accounts, slight! due, during the aft i i Mildew Court. R 

ightly overdue, during the afternoon a man was put in possession at Mi ‘ourt. Hemons / ui 

Tan wouldn't budge an inch. So Pa, who's a bit of a philosopher in his way, made him comfy, and invited him to stay all next year. In the middle of it, 

home with the kids after doing the Christmas shopping. Partly from cold, but mostly from shock, the poor lady suddenly collapsed on the mat. 


amma came 
Restoratives were Freely used, warm applications being considered the best thing. Altogether, this will be an unusually Merry Christmas.” —Tootste. 


Led 


1. 


2 ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS, 


NATURE AND LIFE. 


Accident, Cloud, Storm, and Sunset of Honesty of Purpose. 


SYMPATHY is a warm focus of Love; a nest that forms round a Good 
Man's Heart, the Noblest and Fairest Quality of Life. 


HONESTY OF PURPOSE is above the Worl, and Superior to all Events. 
NOBLE EXAMPLES SET BY THE GREAT AND GOOD DO NOT DIE. 


“The first test of a truly great man is his humility.” —Rosk1N. 

“Tt is very characteristic of the late Prince Consort—a man himself of the purest mind, who power- 
full; wmpress:d and influenced ethers by sheer force uf his own benevolent nature—when drawing up 
the conditions of the auuual prize, to be given by Her Majesty at Wellington College, to determine 
that it should be awarded Not to the Cleverest Boy, nor the most Bookish Boy, 
nor to the most Precise, Diligent, and Prudent Boy, but to the Noblest Boy— 
to the Boy who should show the most promise of becoming a Large-Hearted 
High-Motived Man.”—Saives. 


A TRUE TALE. 


A WAY off, I believe, in Edinburgh, two gentlemen were standing at a door of an hotel, one very cold day, when a 
é little bey, with a poor, thin, blue face, his feet bare and red with cold, and with nothing to cover him but a 
Lundle of rays, came and said, * Please, sir, buy some matches,” “ No, [ don’t want any,” said the gentleman, “ 
they're only a penny a box,” the little fellow 
pleaded; “Yes: but you see I don't want a 
ox.” “Then I'll gie ye two boxes for a 
penny,” the boy said at last. And so, to 
yet rid of him, the gentleman, who tells 
the story in an English paper, says, “I 
bought a box; but then I found I had no 
change, so I said, * I'll buy a box to-morrow.’ 
‘Oh, do buy them the nicht?!* the bov 
pleaded again, ‘I'm very hungry. So I 
ave hima shilling, and he started away. 
waited for him, but no boycame, Then 
J thought 1 had lost my shilling ; but xtell 
there was that in the boy's face I trusted, 


Well, late in the evening, ® servant came 
and said a little boy wanted to see me. 
When he was brought in, I found it wasa 
smaller brother of the boy who got my 
shilling, but, if possible, still more ragged 
and poor and thin, He stood a moment 
diving into his rags, as if he were seeking 
something, and then said, ‘Are you the 
gentleman that bought the matches fra’ 
Sandie?’ ‘Yes.’ * Weel, then, here's four- 
nce oot yer shillin’; Sandie canna come. 
1e’s no weel. A cart run ower him and 
knocked him down, and he lost his bonnet 
and his matches and your elevenpence ; 
and both his legs are broken, and he's no 
weel at a’, and the doctor says he'll dee. 
And that's a’ he can gi'e ye the noo,’ 
putting fourpence down on the table. Then 
the r child broke down into great sobs. 
So I fed the little man,” the gentleman 
goes on to say, “and then I went with him 
to see Sandie, I found the two little things 
lived with a wretched drunken stepmother : 
their own father and mother were both 
deud, 1 found poor Sandie lying on a 
bundle of shavings. He knew me as e0on 
as I came in, and said, ‘J got the change 
sir,and was coming back, and then the 
horse knocked me down, and both my legs, 
are broken. And Reuby, little Reuby! 
Tam sure Iam deein’, and who will take care o' we, Reuby?* Then I took the poor little sufferer’s hand, and tolt 
him I would alicays take care of Reuby. He understood me, and had just strenyth to look at me, as if he would 
thunk me; then the light went out of his blue eyes, and in a moment 


*He lay within the light of God, 
Like a babe upon the breast : 

Where the wicked cease from troubling 
And the weary are at rest." 


—“The Life that Now Is,” R. COLLYER, Pastor of Unity Church, Chicago, 


4s Time rolls his ceaseless course, Christmas after Christmas comes round, and we find our jys 
and sorrows left behind; so we build up the being that we are. 


What Makes a Happy Christmas ? 


HEALTH, AND THE THINGS WE LOVE AND THOSE WHO LOVE US, 
What higher aim can man attain than conquest over haman pain? 
Every Travelling Trunk and Household ought to contain a Bottle of 


ENO’S “FRUIT SALT.” 


“It is not too much to say that its merits have been published, tested 
and approved literally from pole to pole, and that its cosmopolitan popu- 
larity to-day presents one of the most signal illustrations of commercial 
enterprise to be found in our trading records.—Zurepean Mail, 


MPORTANT TO ALL LEAVING HOME FOR A CHANGE.—Don't go without a bottle of ENO'S 
“FRUIT SALT." It prevents any over acid state of the blood. It should be kept in every bedroom, in readiness 
for any emergency. Be careful to avold rash acidulated salines, and use ENO'S ‘FRUIT SALT” to prevent the bile 
becoming too thick and (impure) producing a guminy, viscous, clammy stickiness or adhesiveness in the mucous mem- 
brane of the intestinal canal, frequently the pivot of diarrheea and disease. ENO'S “FRUIT SALT" prevents and 
removes diarrhera in the early stages, Without such a simple precaution the jeopardy of life is immensely increased, 
There is no doubt that where it has been taken in the earliest stages of a disease it has in many instances prevented 
what would otherwise have been a severe illness, 


Ts. ry “ed SUCCESS STERLING HONESTY OF PURPOSE. WITHOUT IT LIFE 


..THE CHRISTMAS CAROL. 
“The dryiug up of a single Tear has move of honest fame than 
. Shedding Seas of Gore.” 


“A new invention is brought before the public, and commands success, A score of abominable | 


imitations are immediately introduced by the unscrupulous, who in copying the original closely enough to deccive 
the publfe, and yet not so exactly as to infringe upon legal rights, exercise an ingenuity that, employed in an original 
channel, could net fail to secure reputation and proiit."—ADAMs, 


CAUTION. — Framine each bottle, and see that the capsule is market EXO'S “FRUIT SALT.” 
you have been imposed on by @ worthless imitation, 


Prepared only at ENO’S “FRUIT SALT” Works, Hatcham, London, $B, by J.C En. 


Without it 


BREAKFAST—SUPPER. 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


COCOA 


BOILING WATER OR MILK. 


and I did not like to think badly of him, | 


(Christmas, 19899, 
SWISS 


NESTLED soe MILK 


FOR CHRISTMAS 


Will help you to get a Good Cup of 
COFFEE, TEA, or COCOA. 


Will Improve your CUSTARDS and PUDDINGS 


wee mae. 


NESTLE’S SWISS MILK THE RICHEST IN CREAN, 


POPULARITY PERSONIFIED, 


THE 


“PRINCE OF WALES" 


SMOKING MIXTURE 


SO ARE THE 


“VARSITY” 
STRAIGHT cut 
GOLDEN VIRGINIA CIGARETTES, 


Sole Manufacturers—FRYER & COULTMAN, LONDON, =.C. 
ESTABLISHED 1803. OF ALL TOBACCONISTS. 


Pie 


A WONDERFUL MEDICINE 
For Regulating the System, and for all 


BILIOUS & NERVOUS DISORDERS, 


SUCH AS 


Sick Headache, Cones ea hl wh nr ga Impaired Digestion, 
order ver, &c. 


WORTH A GUINEA A BOX. 


Sold by Druggists and Patent Medicine Dealers everywhere, in Boxes, 91d., 1s. 13d. and 2s. 9d. each. 


FOR. INSIS1 
“GLEANLINESS” 


| 
| 


| 


VERY BEST IN EXISTENCE. 
Manufacturer to Her Majesty the Queen. 


fie eB eo it 


DERP LASTING POLISH FOR GRATES AND STOYES. 
TTA 


LSAHISNWS AHL S200 


it. 


LARGEST MANUFACTURER: 


ial Royal 


, WORLD 


By Spec 


8 PPL 


Fhe Teyeart Botved own. 


“ y CHRISTMAS,” ejaculated A. SLOPER, as, catching his 
pvr Ia round ry i i he dru sale Aero gy ts 
the mistletoe and imprinted a c “A Merry Christmas” 
murmured the same 
ecceatric individual as 
he weighed into the 
saloon attached to 
the “Blue Pig,” only 
to Le 1 peg gece 
gracefully on the sum- 
mit of the chucker- 
out’s best kicking foot; 
and “A Merry Christ- 
mas,” smirks the 
Ancient One, with 
bared head and - 
ing face, he bows thrice 
to the great British 
Public. 0; A. SLO- 
PER will not be sparing 
with his Merry Christ- 
mases, although his 
heart may be as heav 
as his pocket is ligh 
His best Sunday socks 
have been pawned and 
his last three hairs 
have turned as white as 
the driven snow, But 
vhat of that? Renowned Christmas Numbers have always cost 
money and anxiety to their originators, and “SLOPER's CHRIST- 

as Hotipays” is no exception to the rule. But still the Wreck's 
motto is “Never despair,” and, although he may sink into the 
pauper's grave to-morrow, he will die ectly satisfied that 
e has done his duty by his readers, shall all SLOPER's 
hours go unrewarded? No! a thousand times no! thunder out 
his myriad of admirers, Well, then, commencing with January 
let every man, woman and child in the British Empire 
weekly a copy of “ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY.’’ 
is only one penny, and its contents are calculated to 
pause Mark Twain to tura green with envy and to make even 
ruikshank move uneasily in his grave, Do this, and A. SLOPER 
ill be satistied, His heart will grow lighter and his pocket 
eavier, and, what is more to the point, the “ HALF-HoLiIpDAY ”’ 
ill be considerably improved, All the money A. SLOPER receives, 
ith the exception of a few coppers to purchase some of the 

$8 of life, such as “ Unsweetened,” etc., will be spent in 
aking the paper the most stupendous pennyworth that has ever 


vn or ever will be, 


—— 


MZ bat’s the CAse of Ebristmas ? 


Wuat's the use of Christmas? "—says the gourmand, ‘mid his 
gorges— 

What's the use of Christmas—if it isn’t run for orgies _— 

‘hat good is so-called good cheer, if ’tis not for us to swallow? 

nd surely minus swilling, such festivities are hollow ! 

yhat’s the Season good for, but for turkeys, geese and so forth, 

But forvxtra inside-lining, what great pleasure can we show forth? 

0 us ‘tis but a solemn farce, devoid of rhyme and reason— 

uless we gorge—and then, by George !—it ig a Merry Season.” 


What's the use of Christmas?” say Society’s well-to-do ones. 

It's so-called pleasures we pooh-pooh ; they’re vld—we long for 
HEI OMNES | 

‘or what are gorgeous feasts to us ? We're every day thus faring ; 

je always eat grand dinners—(even now there's one preparing !) 

all the year are gaily groomed, and so we hold it folly 

» speak of Christmas only as a time that’s extra jolly, 

HW live a life of laissez-faire, and 80 we see no reason 

or all this mad poetic fuas about the ‘ Merry Season.’” 


What use is Christmas?" cry the poor, who toil, oft unrewarded 
Vhose lives are sped to gain e’en bread, ‘mid squalid folk and 


sordid, 
moans the man who plods through 


What use is Christmas?” 
this vast city 
h search of food for wife and bairns—and each day gains but— 


2 Wty, 
W fat 4 the use of Christmas for us sufferera who are starving, 
Hild Sekar, who ne'er toil nor spin, huge steaming joints are 
arvitny 


pus do they rail, with woe-worn wail, and 
eason 


D regard the so-called 


Season, 


surely they have 
good cheer-time as scarce a Merry 


: hat's the use of Christmas ?” cries the wand’rer o'er the ocean ; 

‘ya the Dear Old Home, with fond and deep devotion, 

'y, tlen my fancy travels back to dear ones for me praying, 

And the silent rayer, 
‘God Bless them! 
comes wherever I 
am straying. 

‘God guard your way!’ 
they seem to say, 
their hearts for me 
all longing, 

And bg dere for the 
Only Peace about my 
heart come throng- 


ing. 

To doubt this joy of 
Christmas were to 
Heaven's King sheer 


treason ; 

For ‘tis to loved ones 
farand near a Blessed 
Holy Season,” 


“What's the use of 
Christmas?” say the 
bairns, their bright 
eyes glancing. 
“Why, we y and 
sing, and kiss in the 
ting, and keep on 
dancing—dancing !” 
; lovers as they ponder— 
grow foes time when love sublime makes our fond love 
‘AU's the use 


Wrinkle — of Christmas?” murmur old folks, grey and 


hot ty 
tittkled oe the young ones gay, as when our youth-bells 


hd what’ A 
Teasyy),” He Use Of Christmas,” says Pa SLOPER) (and with 


Dot tos 
“to svothe the sad, and give the Poor a Merry Season?” 


hat’s the ;. “ 
y, tl sat ues Christmas? whis 


Seasonable. 


THE Christmas Bills too often rob the Festive Season of half its 
pleasures ; but we'll go bail there's one kind most of us haven't 
any very serious objection to—the Christmas Bill of Fare, 


COULD we but know the cup of woe 
outcast si 
Oar well fed ease 'twould and freeze 


The 
ALLY SLOPER’S 


pla i ice 


Yes, that’s Old Father Christmas at the door again ; 
the white bearded, ruddy faced old gentleman whose annual 
knock strikes joy and gladness into the bosoms of the rich, 
the happy, and the well cared for ; chill and terror into the 
hearts of the poor, the suffering and the hungered. How 
often do we hear Christmas alluded to as the “ festive sea- 
son,” the time for feasting and general jollifications ; but 
let us pause and reflect a moment, we who are well-clad 
and comfortable, what a painfully one sided institution this 
“‘ festive season” 18, after all ; what a bitter, hollow mockery 
all this feasting and merry making of ours must appear to 
those whom misfortune has reduced to starvation and des- 
pair, to whom the frost and snow does not mean merely 
skating and sleighing, but only additional misery and priva- 
tion—tov often Death. Good Sloperites, you know what the 
Old Man wants you all to do; he wants to give something, 
however small, towards alleviating some of this sorrow. He 

Rear wants you to 
throw a brief 
gleam of sunlight 
into the lives of 
some of these less 
Jortunate ones, to 
make them feel 
; that there is 
someone who 
cares whether 
they live or die. 
Truly tt is 
little that can 
be done, but who 
knows but that 
even the most 
trifling gift may 
not prove the turning point in sume despondent fellow 
creature’s life, and enable him or her to tide over affairs 
until the advent of better days. Yes, SLoPER wants you 
all to sit dinen to your Christmas dinner and to look 
Jorward to your Christmas festivities, feeling that delightful 
thrill which always follows the performance of a kindly 
action ; serene in the consciousness of having done your best 
to earn A Rich Reward. Remember, the pence of the school 
child or the cheque of the millionatre will be received with 
equal gratitude, and that subscriptions, however small, will 
be acknowledyed week by week in “ALY SLoper’s Hatr- 
Houipay,” the proprietor of which has opened the list with 
£25. It ts to swell that sum that ALLY now appeals to the 
sympathy, the generosity, and the benevolence uf his readers. 

Please acdidress, 


Me. GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS APPEAL,” 
“The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


FA. With Reward. 


IF black-browed Want, severe and grim, 
Has ne'er on you her wrath outpoured ; 
If to indulge your lightest whim 
You've aye been able to afford— 
Pray do not from the poor withhold 
Some trifling fragment from your hoard, 
And far more worth than all your gold 
Will surely be your Rich Reward. 
If, since for wealth you may not strive, 
No savings from your wage you've stored, 
But barely, week by week, contrive 
To furnish forth your f: 
Still spare a mite tothose whose plight 
Is more than qoars to be deplored, 
And Heaven will, soon or Inte, requite 
Your kindness with a Rich Reward. 
If, thanks to you, for some brief space 
The edge be dulled of Misery'’s sword ; 
If one glad smile to one sad face 
Be by your pitying help restored—_ 
Then, then, though men of narrow mind 
May scanty praise to you accord, 
The sufferer’s GoD will for your kind, 
Good deed return a Rich Reward. 


“No!” he ejaculated, feebly, subsiding into a corner of the apart- 
ment, “it’s not the salmon, nor the olives, nor the iced ding, nor 
that last cigar. It’s not-——” and an unearthly glitter fora moment 
relit the expiring embers of his fish-like eye—*even the heat of the 
room! No! the fact is——” and he steadied himself for a mighty 
effort—“ it’s the DRINK!" ¢ 

And the shade of George Washington, hovering close at hand, 
reverently doffed its halo! 


» 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


@hristmas is SYoming. 
APTER “THE THROSTLE” or Lorp TENNYSON, 
is coming, ‘i 
poor turkey-fowl, ace it — 

quake again, fearing (to make a gain,) 
it! 


CHRISTMAS is coming, 

I, the 

Shake again, 

Soon I'll be slaughtered—oh, blow 

Christmas is coming, is 
coming, my dear, 

I, Hees dyspeptic one, 


now it; 
Ills again, pilla again, 
syrup of squills 


again 
Hang it, confound it, 
‘and blow it! 


Christmas is coming, is 
i rege ding dear, 
8 postma: 
* well lsat it; ss 
Tips again, “ni 
Christmas- 
again, 
Largesse—may all men 
bestow it! 
Christmas is coming, is 


coming, my dear, 
I, the Lothario, know 


it; : 

Jinks again, drinks 3% 

again, wine-glassy 
chinks again, 

Sweeter than rhyme- 
of the poet ! 


Christmas is coming, is coming, my dear, 
: I, the fair damozelle, know it eae 
‘ease D, squeeze again, mistletoe sprees again, 
Gally, in dances I'll toe it ! : ia 
Christmas is coming, is coming, my dear, 
I, the bright juvenile, know it; 
Toys again, noise again, holiday joys again, 
Plum pudding—won't I just stow it? 
Christmas is comtne: is coming, my dear, 
/ a ee oe ~ it; 
ight on Yule night again, fighting with might agai 
Ten bob and costs—I shall owe it! ee 
Christmas is coming, is coming, friends dear, 
Boundless Yule bliss, may we know it! 
Laugh again, chatf again, wassail drauzhts quail again, 
Care—to the winds let us throw it! 


aguin, 
xX trips 


——_+r————_ 


Wehbe Gage ’ <1 mour. 


Ir was Christmas morning and young Slimmer was returning 
from church, whither he had been to enjoy the exquisite pleasure 
of being under the same roof for a few all too short minutes with 
the object of his adoration. 

For Slimmer was in love, and the young lady whom he had 
honoured with his affections was the daughter of a wealthy stock- 
broker living in the neighbourhood. 

Vainly had Slimmer endeavoured to obtain an introduction, 
Unfortunately, as he expressed it himself, his friends did not move 
in the same circle of suciety as the Bulbears, Mem, Ilis father 
was a tailor, who devoted his energies to the repairing of garments 
while the owners waited. 

This Christmas Day, which was big with the fate of Slimmer and 
hia love, the youthful Romeo had proceeded to church as usual to 
feast his eyes upon the golden tresses of Violet Bulbcar, and now, 
after the conclusion of the service, he was according to his usual 
custom, following her home at a respect ul distance, wondering 
how he could obtain the much longed for iutroduction, which he 
felt eure was all that was needed to make her his own. 

Suddenly he noticed something white and flimsy flutter down on 
to the pavement, In replacing her hymn book in her pocket Miss 
Bulbear had drop) her handkerchief. In a moment Slimmer 
sprang forward picking it up, pressed it dramatically to his lips, 

Here was the means towards the end he so much desired, and as 
he proceeded home Slimmer seemed to be walking on feathe:s 
from Cupid's wings; and he resolved to lose no time, but to call 
that very evening and return the dainty morsel of lace and cambric 
that he had so opportunety poseney himeelf of. 

The evening came, and dressing himself in the best clothes he 
could tind iu his father’s workroom, he hastened to the mansion, 
the outside of which he knew so well. Ringing at the bell, he in- 
formed the servant that he desired to see Miss Bulbear upon most 
important business, ; 

It so happened that the Bulbears were giving a Christmas party, 
and the man, misunderstanding the message, took it to Mr. Bul- 


bear, who thinking it might be something important connected with 

Stock Exchange usiness, ordered the mexsenger to be shown up, 
Slim mer'’s 

entry was 


most theatri- 
cal. Bowing 
lowly with a 
sweeping mo- 
tion of his hat, 
he exclaim 
—“Permit me, 
gentle lady, to 
rest 3 rethe 

age d'amour, 
vitck you—er 
—er which 
you—er— 
wh 


had com- 
pletely _for- 

otten the all 
important 
handkerchief. se ; ; 

The guests stood around in a semi-circle, wondering whether this 
was a portion of the evening's entertainment, when Mr. Bulbear 
pushed his way to the front—“‘ Why, Vi, this is that insolent young 
puppy who has annoyed you so much by following you home 
from church lately,” exclaimed the uld gentleman, “Come here, 
And seizing Slimmer by the collar, he kicked him down stairs 
in the ood old fashioned way. — i : ; 

speaking of it afterwards, Slimmer said he did not mind the 
kicking so much, as it was her parent, but what he did object to 
was the utter ruination of a pair of dress trousers belonging to his 
father's best customer, 


4 ALbLY SLOPERS CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


That the young year 


Ig now your ‘ope that 
in your heart will spring 


SPp7'2g 


To ave recur the 
thought that 
Autumn's caughtem 

Makes some to 
grumble, but they 
ought wt ought'em ? 


“What complexion will I wear this evening ?’ do you say Briggs. Well! 
let me see. I am to meet a distinguished poet to-night, I believe. Perhaps an 
interesting pallor would be most suitable, Yes; that's it, Briggs; my black 
velvet and an interesting pallor.” 


REAL CHRISTMAS (WAIT)ERS 


NG 


pepe to, 


YAS 
h; 
i 


SS 


; 


‘The carrier's horses, I'welve o'clock Christmas Eve, and the van not half 
empty set! 


all happiness will bring JA& 


Fron a Runresque 


hon te oman Ww 


A sure sign'tis 


(Christmas, 19) 


Che 


GASOKS, 


POINT 0 NIXON 


hen some are thinking 
about leaving home 


the second 
season's come . 


XMAS EVE. 


“Tt's all ri’, Ria. Misshod—( hic) -the last "bus, so hadsh p95) 
the firsh ve—(hic)—ve—hi—ve—hic—cle that dropsh acroshy jc 


May manya maie 
by Christmas 
win ther 


A jolly dog, tut 
not a merry cur. 


Winter 


TO THE TUNE OF “WE WON'T GO HOME TILL MORNING.” 


A CRUEL DISAPPOINT MENT. 


Good Old Xmas Bogey (more in anger than in sorrow). Wr 
I'll be bally well frizzled ! if this ain't enough to send a milestone 
dotty! Here have I been fooling away my precious time all nis’ 
haunting a blooming scarecrow, under the impression that it ¥» 
a fat farmer who had “copped the brewer.” And they only |: 
me out once a year. 


\ AL UN" 
We regret to have to record the fact that this is the manner in which six 
cera of the Kumfoozler’s Club went home early on the morning of Xmas 
ye 


HOLLY AND HOLLER. 


Old Gentleman inadvertently sits on a piece of sharp ho’) 
Boy. O law, uncle | wouldn't you make a jolly clown! 


Gertrude (on steps, Smpatientiy): Really, Captain Dasher, it's too bad of 
you to divide your attention like this, 
The Captain, Eh ?.—what ?—divide my —? Oh, I say ! really, Miss Everleigh, 
eae very kind, but—er—er—I fear I must plead my engagement to Lucy 
ere, you see—er—prevents me—er—— 

(“Of course,” said Gertrude, afterwards, “I was only referring to his 
delaying the decoration by flirting with Lucy, and to think that the horrid 
wretch actually supposed that I wanted him to kiss me. I felt I could have 
killed him with vexation,” 


MISTAKEN IDENTITY. 
Farmer Bloggs (who has been out Christmassina yes th 
me, gentlemen; but there ain't no private footy iy aut. 
field, so must ask you (hic) to come in by the way J 


! Ghristmas, 1892.) i aieke —— = 
a "i POOR AUNTIE! | Sl ow 
ioe, MY 4 


a et _ 


i 
trecen egiggting). Ob, Bractous mef if thé yotitig’ tant “ At that moment the Castle clock tolled the hour of one, and beckoning me, 
: - the spirit of my ancestor glided noiselessly through the window and dis- 


va wozing! 
nina as not intentional. Somehow or another, the left appear¢d."— Extract from Christmas novel, written by a youngcr member 0; 
LEE aoa worked in unison with the right, : | the Sloper Family, f , lai v 


EXTRACTS 


A BELLE AMONG HER SPECIES. 
ven the Turkey hen takes time for reflection. The ladies 


(2). Hate ghosts. Get chaffed by the other guests. 

brave. Say I rather like ‘em (ghosts) than 

ot ~ — -_ sent —— the = am 

a ew guest arrives; asks me to 

take charge of in — — potent servant. I 

am indignant. He apologizes for mistake ; says, as a 
rule, he is considered a good judge of character. : 


(1); —* r 24th.—Arrive at night at Bottleport 
Hall. “ Deligtitftl old “say to my host. “Of 
course, you have a liatinted chamber?” “ Yc3,”" says 


(4). At dintter, anxious to make myself useful, (5). Later in the evening our host's eldest son says, 
volunteer to go out and ligtt the pudding. Cook “Look here; we're going to have 2 masque.” “Tsn t 
says,“ Be careful, sirt” srt, atid barn my fingers, Guy Fawkes rather out of place at Christmas?” [ 
drop the light and spill the bratdy, Result—a flare = Inquire. He says, “* Don’t absurd—a Christmas 
ap. Cook says, “Drabbit you for a clumsy Kijat!" masque, We want you to bea bear.” Lam madea 
Tell her I don't consider that respectfal langtage. bear by wearing an old door mat. They might have 
She says, “Get out!” given it a shake first. 


YE GALLANT KNYGHT. 


Lorry as he probably would have appeared had he 
alive in the days of Chivalry. ee 


SUPPLY AND DEMAND. 


THE ELDER'S CHRISTMAS DINNER. 


holy 


: : GLIDING MERRILY ON. 
This is how ALLY has been “making ‘em jealous” | 
during his Christmas holidays, “ Some people like to re- 
main at home and booze,” says the Eminent; “but that 
i sort of thing is not in my line. Give me the open air, to- 
(gether with good healthy exercise, and I ain happy.’ 


Thelin 
MY Uiisot oo N# out to dine with the Meenister, remarks :—“ Ral 

A Eetuiu’ tae a Chrier 4 > = le pleesant 
arly “ la¢a Christmas party. The whuskey keeps ye sae Bice aod 


ALLY SLOPER’S CGHRISPMAS HOLIDAYS. 5 


These three demure young ladies have just canght sight of old 
snowballing him, under the impression that he fs their uncle, Extapponrteen 
are sometimes deceptive. Picture their horror when, on turning round, he 


discloses the features of an utter stranger, 


(3). Christmas Day. Spent wretched night in 
haunted chamber; didn't sleep a wink. Escorted 
charming creature to see the grounds. We came toa 

. “Oh, ice!” she cries. “How nice! Oh, do 
see if it bears!" I do—-it doesn't. I wouldn't have 
minded so much if charming creature hadn't laughed 
right out in the middle of her symprhy. 


\\ 


Wy 


MQ 


Y 
G 

G 

MY 
F 


(6). Having retired to my haunted chamber to get 
the dust out of my neck, came down, and in the hall 
sce charming creature waiting under mistletoe, Can 
it be for me? Wishing to be as Christmassy 68 
possible, I kiss her. It appears she ts waiting for some 
other fellow, who comes that moment on the scene. 
We have words. I shall leave to-morrow. 


Lady Skater, Willany gentleman please take off my skates? 


| 


aa 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS 


Fhe Grbeerful Woung efhemist at my 
GXbristmas Winner WAable. 


You are quite right, | was a fool to ask him. But then, my boy, 
if you were a young and single man, as | am, without a relative in 
the world, you might perchance make a mistake of a similar 

character in the 
ees only person you 
< Z could get to ac- 
cept your invita- 
tion to your 
Christmas din- 
ner, People don't 
care to come out 
on that day, hence 
one wretched 
sing]* manin 
lodgings invites 
another and a 
wretcheder singh: 
man to come 
Y ,. round to his 
‘« ~ €-7™ rooms, and they 
- ~ / try all they know 
€ we to “enthuse and 
“cheer up” one 
another. 

But Chloro- 
chaffer was a 
brute ! 

I used to meet 
him having his 
supper at the 
“Horse Shoe.” 
Hu tell me his plice was only just round the corner, in Gower 
Street, so as to be nice and handy os his studies, He was “ taking” 
his “chemistry " at University College. And I shouldn't have asked 
him, when I came acroas him all alone, and evidently ina fit of 
the blues, on the Saturday evening but out of pure compassion. 

I don’t know that Mra. Ricketts cared much about the extra 
preparation his visit involved ; but one can’t cart one’s friends off 
to an expensive restaurant just because a lodging-house landlady 
wants to celebrate—heaven knows why !—Christmas Day. The 
menu, my boy, was quite extensive. What do you think of this— 


DINER, LE 25 DECEMBRE, 1892, 


Potage Tapioca, 
Roast Beruf aux Truffles, 
Vegetables, 

Poudin a la Pere Christmas, 


ssert, 
Coffee. Chocolate. 
Cigara, 


And absolutely, like the pearls of the Psalmist, cast before (an) 
unappreciative swine ! 

Sharp on the stroke of two he came. He looked as hungry asa 
crack ina glacier, and that peculiarly benevolent glow of satisfac- 
tion that one feels when one is about to confer a benefit upon 
another thrilled through me. 

“Merry Christmas, old chap,” [ said, slapping him on the back. 
“What do you say to an appetiser before the soup comes up?” 

“Oh! all right,” he said, and I produced the bottle of Vermouth 
T had purchased the be 4 previous at great cost, at Short’s, in the 
Strand. I drew the cork and poured him out a glass, 

“What have we here?” said he, raising his glass. “ Wha-at! 
Vermouth? My dear fellow, you mustn't drink this!" 

“Oh!” said I, somewhat damped ; “ why not?” 

“Why not?" he re-echoed. “Well, you want to be alive nezt 
Christmas, don’t you!” 

“Yes, | suppose so,” I answered, rather foolishly. 

“Well, you certainly won't be, it you go on drinking this stuff. 
In the first place, with the idea of rendering it agreeable to the 
palate, Vermouth is drenched with sulphuric acid, This, acting 
upon the natural juices of——” 

“Oh! never mind now,” I said; “here's the soup. Thanks, 
Mra. Ricketts, thanks, I'll touch the bell when we're ready for 
the joint. Now,” [ added “Jet me give you some soup. My land- 
lady's not absolutely a Soyer, but she’s really excellent at soup.” 

“'L trust my eyes deceive me,” he said, coolly, “and that this is 
not tapioca soup?” 

ghades of Husley !” he eried, “then, don't gi 

es of Huxley !” he cried, “then, don't give me any, I beg.” 

“Oh!” said 1, “why not?” ; oo 

“ Do you mean to tell me you don’t know?” ho asked. 

“Certainly.” 

“Why, my dear chap, tapes is nothin, 
potato starch and copper. The presence o the copper-—— 

I interrupted his analysis by getting up and viscing the bell for 
the joint. Allin good time the excellent Mrs, Rieketts brought it, 

“The roast beef of Old England!” | cried, triumphantly, “ How 
do you like it?” 

“"Humph,” said he, “cut mine well from the inside, One never 
knows but the rascally butcher has been faking it up with saltpetre.” 

I ent hia rude remark—also the horse radish sauce, 

“Thanks, no,” sii he, as he sniffed at the latter; “the presence 
of vitriol is but too apprrent.” 

I could feel my temper gradually getting the upper hand of me. 
Such rudeness, surely, was more than mortal man could bear, 1 
made a great shift to swallow my ire, even though he did refuse 
the pudding. But when, on my asking him, with as good a grace 
as | could muster, whether hel have cotfee or chocolate, he 
replied that the coffee was a mixture of horse liver, roasted in an 
oven, and black wal- 
nut sawdust, and that 
chocolate con- | 
taincd red oxide of | 
mercury, glucose and 
red ochre, my temper 
fairly gave out. 

“ D— you, man!” 
I roared, rising from 
my chair, “is this the 
sort of return you 
make me for trying to 
ibn you a seasonable 

banquet? Youhaven't 
the commun ti- 
tude of a pig? Take 
your confoundation 
carcass off. Get out 
o’ my rooms, and per- 
haps, when the ‘ Horse 
Shoe’ opens (for it’s | 
Sunday, you'll _ re- 
member), you may 
pause and consider, 
over your pot of 
beer, upon the base- 
ness i! 

“Don't! Don’t,” 
he cried, as, hat in 
hand, he sought the 
door, “don’t insinuate that Iam such an idiot as to consume beer, 
Beer, my heated friend, is nowadays a decoction of poppy heads, 
elder, belladonna, datura stramonium, soda, tan bark, piric acid——” 

Crash! The still filled soup tureen struck the closing door with 
a mighty strike. Most devoutly did I wish I had caught his 
infernal head. But he had hog Gog te And, you may bet your 
last sixpence toa row of pins, that that cheerful young chemist 


but a vile mixture of 


will never again stretch his miserable legs beneath my mahogany, 


the Chairman's perm 


FAn Author's NNT ail. 
A LAMENT OF THE Doo Days. 


ALACK, alas, and woe is me, A 
With printers’ devils on m? waiting, 
When one is basking by the sea 
"Tis hard to sing the joys of skating. 


A scorching June day scarce inspires 
The bara wnose very soul is yearning 
Fo: shelter cool ; to sing of fires . 
And monster Yule logs brightly burning. 


Wher bloom the summer's sweetest flowerd 
It is indeed, the height of folly 

To spe. | the happy golden hours 
In praising mistletoe and holly. 


When raging thirst alone is quenched 
By beverages iced, I’m thinking 

The sentiment is somewhat wrench: 
Which eulogizes Wassail drinking. 


But, there ! it’s useless to complain, 
lowever I'm inclined to rue it ; 

And though it rack my soul with pain, 

To earr my bread I’m bound to do it. 


—_—_——— 


FA Seasonable Hi xtract. 


Tne Granp UNITED ORDER OF GHOSTS AND SPECTRES ; 
PHANTOMS, WRAITHS AND SHADES SOCIETY; AND BAN- 
SHEES, SPIRITS, AND GENERAL APPARITIONS ASSOCIATION. 


THE Annual General Meeting of the above amalgamated 
societies was held last weck at their headquarters in the ruined 
Abbey of Monkswood, there being an exceptionally good attend- 
ance, members, both from all parts of Jreland and Great 
Britain being present. The Ghost of the Monted Grange was 
unanimously voted to the chair, and, after a few brief remarks, in 
which he thanked the assembly for the honour done him, pro- 
ceeded to comment upon the Report which had been drawn up by 
the committee. He was glad, he said, to observe from this care- 
fully compiled retrospect of the year's doings, that the state of the 
society waa, if possible, even more prosperous than at the time of 
their fast meeting a twelvemonth ago. (Applause.) Much geod 
work had been done, many of the younger members having been 
praiseworthily energetic ; whilst the older and better experienced 
ones had more than upheld their reputation ; the total number of 
successful cases being largely in excess of that of any previous 
years, the report showing that no less than 618 persons had been 
frightened to death ; 1928 rendered partially, and 192 hopelessly, 
insane; whilst the houses, manors, and castles, which the respec- 
tive efforts of various members had caused to be Raally seengoned 
as uninhabitable, showed the pleasing total of 1139. (J ud cheers.) 
Contingtng the 
Chairman said that 
a special word of 
praise was due to 
that excellent and 
experienced body, 
the Old Manor 
House Ghosts, to 
whose unceasing 
energy & very con- 
siderable portion of 
the sows success 
might correctly be 
attributed. (Re- 
newed cheers.) He 
must also compli- 
ment the Scottish 
Wraiths, Irish 
Banshees, and both 
the Grey and White 
Ladies, upon the re- 
. markable skill and 
~ activity they had 
SS) displayed. He was 
very sorry, how- 
ever, to hear such 
bad accounts of 
that extremely 
ancient, and once 
highly influential 
body, the Clanking Spectres, whose record, once by far the highest, 
had now fallen far below that of any class of members. 

At this point the ba ber president of the Clanking Spectres hegged 

ssion to say a few words. He regretted ex- 
tremely, he said, that he must admit the truth of the remarks which 
had fallen from their respected Chairman, but he could assure the 
meeting that it was through no fault of the time-honoured body 
to which he was proud to say he belonged, All his comrades were 
of the old nobility, and became spirits at one period or other 
of the mail-clad era, and for centuries had continued to haunt the 
respective castles occupied by their lineal descendants. But castles 
do not endure for ever, and during the past hundred and fifty 
‘ears an enormous number had become ruins, and been abandoned 
y the family for some more modern residence. What could they 
do? A muil-clad spectre, clanking its chains or os its armour 
in the jerry-built houses erected nowadays woul be 
incongruous and undignified. He was sure the meeting would 
sympathize with, and understand their difficulty. (ZZear, hear.) The 
castle he himself haunted was only inhabited by the family during 
three months of the year, but he would be delighted to welcome 
any overworked Spectre who needed quiet and rest. He could not 
uarantee much sport—an occasional night’s amusement in terrify- 


| ing the caretakers, or something of that kind—but such as it was 


e Chairman rose to continue, but— 

Family Phantom begged permission to complain of the 
conduct of a Bleeding Spirit, who had been allotted a place next 
him, and insisted on saturating the seat with his gore. 

The Shadow of a Strangler rose toa poms of order, but— 

The Chairman, interrupting, said the Family Phantom had a 
perfect right to call his attention to the matter. If the Bleeding 
Spirit alluded to would not staunch his wounds for the occasion, he 
had better retire from the meeting, or take some more secluded seat. 

The Bleeding Spirit said he would atop the latter suggestion, 
and the Chairman, continuing, remarked that he would keep them 
but a few minutes longer. Christmas, he said, was close at hand, 
and that being their busiest season, it remained but for him to 
wish them plenty of amusement and every success in their en- 
deavours, lend and prolonged cheers, during which the worthy 
Chairman resumed his seat.) 

The Hon. Secretary then read the names of thirty-seven new 
members, who had been proposed and seconded in the usual 
order. These names were now put to the meeting, and,no one 
objecting, were declared duly elected. 

Other business having been discussed, and various questions 


they were welcome. (Applause. 
th (App ) 


asked as to the best methods of proceeding under more or less | 


awkward circumstances,and answered by the Inquiry Committee, 

An Old Manor House Ghost said, as one of those so gracefully 
complimented by their esteemed Chairman, 
sense of pleasure that he moved a very hearty vote of thanks to 
that gentleman, for the ability and courtesy with which he had 
conducted the proceedings. 

4” Irish Banshee and Scottish Wraith having seconded, the 
motion was carried with loud applause. 

The Chairman briefly returned thanks, and the proceedings then 
terminated.—Zhe Spiritual World, 


HOLIDAYS. 


it was with a keen | 


(Christmas, 1892, 
FA Strange @Wecurvence, 


‘Twas late at night last Christmas tide 
streets I hied 


As through deserted 
The fog hung heavy 


over al 

The world, as though 
it were a pall, 

When suddenly a 
damsel neat 

Goes speeding by 
with eager feet. 

And at a corner chill 
and lone, 

Whereat one friendly 
lamp-ligit shone, < 

She halts, and, with 
an anxious 

Peers throug e 
dark and yellow 


haze. 

She starts! She 
smiles! ‘Tis at 
the sound 

Of hoofs upon the 
frozen ground ! 

Why waits she for 
this chariot grand, 

Fit for the proudest 
in the land, 

Fast drawn by met- 
tled horses twain ? 

Why doth the cha- 
rioteer draw rein? 

Why arg she thus the hoarse-voiced mau ? 
Why doth he thus her waist ere 

oy doth he give the signal, “ Right!” 

And bear her swiftly through the night? 
Doth she, urged on by passion blind, 

Leave happy home and parents kind? 

No, no! for it is ever thus 

She homeward goes by omnibus, 


— 


Welhe “ExT aits. 


Ir was Christmas Eve. The Comferbuls were seated round the 
fire, roasting come chestnuts, telling stories, sipping hot negus, the 
men smoking their pipes and cigars contentedly, some of the gir's 
giggling as they put finishing touches to the arrangements in holly 
and mistletoe fixed up in every available corner; others shui. 
dering at the host stories being told. Old Mr. Comferbul sat on 
one side the hearth in his big arm-chair placidly watching the 
wreaths curling from the bow! of his church warden ; opposite hin 
was his wife, blinking through her spectacles at her Berlin wool 
work, Tom, the second son, sat beside his mother: Cissy, the 
eldest girl, was on her father’s right hand. Young Morrison, her 
sweetheart, eat next to her on the other side. Dick Comferbul and 


his fiancée, Maggie Maydew, were bobbing their heads against each 
other reading the motto they had just extracted from a bon-bon— 
something cus loving hearts, and blisses and kisses. Mary 


Anstie was there, too, ve' silent and thoughtful; she had been 
asked to stay with the Comferbuls to keep up the old custom, 
Willie, the youngest boy, was busily engaged in the hall, fitting the 
cat with a new set of walnut-shell shoes. 

“This reminds me of last Christmas Eve,” said Mrs. Comferbul, 
with a sigh, and wiping her glasses ; “only we mustered one more 
then fe smhereat her Mesband frowned, and Mary Anetie’s lips 
trembled. 

“God help all those without a happy home,” said Mrs, Comfer- 
bul, “this Christmas Eve.” 

“It's time we all went to bed,” said her husband, as grufily as he 
could, which wasn't very. _ 
They departed—all but old Mr. Comferbul, who sat alone in his 
arm-chair, puffing at his pipe and thinking. 

Thinking, yes, of the absent one to whom his wife had referred— 
their eldest tor, Jack ; the failure, the ne'er-do-well, who might 
have been as prosperous as Tom. was ; who had broken his mothers 
heart, Mary Anstie’s heart, his father’s, No, hanged if he should 
break his father's heart. Mr. Comferbul determined he wouldnt 

scamp. He had squandered all he bai 

given him, had quarrelied with him and had left his home, gone 

to ce, or where his card playing, hore 

riends might lead him. Still this Christmas Eve was 

go jolly as last, when Jack, who had a voice likea bell, sang, Manr 

Day" and “The Mistletoe Bough. Tick. 

tick, went the clock in the midnight stillness... » Mr. Cen 
ferbul thought and smoked—and nodded. 


* * * * * 

What wasthat? Angel heres soothing the souls of the blessed, that 
sweet sad wailingsound? Mr, Comferbul awoke with a start anda 
“Bless me, it's two o'clock, and the waits are outside. ain 
sweetly the violin sounded, and the harp too, and, hang it all! i" 
cornet wasn't half bad. Would they play the “ Mistletoe Boesh : 
he hoped so. He liked the old song at Christmas time. ane oneal 
times they sang it. Yes, they were playing it, How sad it pat 
him feel. Hang it all! he wouldn't let his eyes glisten like ‘ raf 
the boy was an ungrateful ory 9 God bless him! He cou pe 
help him going away like that, leaving no trace. His pone Pile 
always open to him. Oh! Jack, Jack, it was too bad, 4 Gel! 
a “The ee Zeng ts the castle pa eet vo slag 

was 80 like— was his voice , Jack & 2 

close outside. T seid man rises, trembling with agitation, hastens 


ry 7 ypen 
into the hall, flings back bolts and chains, Cites Nae Digna 


with outstretche! 
rms upon his 
threshold, his heart 
as open as his toot, 
And the thinly c's! 
seedy singer st" 
his carol. * Fathr 
may | come back. 
Can you forgit': 
The old man mabe: 
no answer, bi! 
clasps him 10 hus 
arms, where, Ike 
another prods! 
son returned, ! 
breaks down. 


* * 

“Rum go thet 
was,” says the 
leader of the 1" 
to the other “it 
as they leave 


halts 
hadn't he, though I noticed it trembled when he 
door, Didn't hey soon come bustlin’ down ve be ed daly 8 


oung girls too se him b 
t they was goin’ to smother ont 

we turn (ie 
Give ‘em one more tune af0% Or tiem: 


wien half 
the world is 
s1ycezines 
And eae 
one has & 
cough: 

And all our 
pipes by 
frewsing 
Hive cut the 
water ott; 

Wit red are 
all our 
nows 
Ant all our 
fingers 
numb, 

The state of 
things dis- 
closes 
That Uhrist- 
mas time 
has come, 

That Christ- 
mas time 
has come, 
brave bors, 

When nose 
and toes 
are num’), 


Christmas, 1892.) 


“ Faere 


wre Fle FAgiin!” 
For Muosic, 


(ameny er) 


SAME TO |) 
you 
a-tissuu! 


When, through excessive snowing 
And Vestry labour ceased, 
It isn’t “easy going” 
For either man or beast ; 
When at each step one's fated 
To flop upon a slide ; 
It’s clearly demonstrated 
That this is Christmas tide. 
That this is Christmas tide, brave boys, 
With snow, you know, and slide. 


When boys from school come troopiog 
With pop-gun, ball and cat, 
And round the house go whooping 
And fighting on the mat : 
When girls at ev'ning parties 
Pursue their mad career, 
It’s pretty plain, my hearties, 
That Christmas time is here. 
That Christmas time is here, brave boys, 
In glad and mad career, 


When turkeys afe in question 
And shops, laid out with skill, 
Are teeming with suggestion 
Of grim dyspeptic ill ; 
Mince pies, that scorn restriction, 
And puddings made of plum, 
Encourage the conviction 
That Christmas time has come. 
That Christmas time has come, brave boys, 
With chine and wine and plum, 


When mistletoe and holly, 
Achieve their “golden prime”; 
When stalks the melancholy 
Of modern pantomime ; 
When chaps to get from “ collar” 
Have one and all contrived ; 
You bet your bottom dollar 
That Christmas has arrived. 
That Christmas has arrived, dear boys, 
Of kiss and miss contrived, 


When bills, arriving daily, 
Augment your standing stocks ; 
When ev'rybody gaily 
Demands a Christmas box ; 
When quinsy grips your weason, 
And mumps maligaly throb ; 
We know the festive season 
Is fairly on the job! 
Is fairly on the job, brave boys, 
Good job—let’s hob and nob. 


—~+——_ 


ayer Sane. 


1 SEVER thoroughly understood whose fault it was, but I will 
relitw how it occurred, and you can judge for yourself, 
Littl: Bloggs, on the strength of an unexpected rise in screw, had 


Javited all the 
Diy and a ver: 
tuerry that: Tir 
tpare bedroom 


family, of which I’m one, to dinner on Christmas 
y merry party we were all the morning ; in fact, so 
1 Slivers, Mrs, Bloggs’ nephew, had to retire to the 
and sleep it off. 


A: Blogzs had mentioned more than once during the morning. 


ans ‘inner was to consist of roast beef and boiled mutton, and just 
: i : oe served up, Mrs, Bloggs exclaimed, “Oh, there now! 
a haven't been and forgotten to put the capers in the caper 
winre nee euitd; my dear,” replied little Bloggs; “I'll do that, 
3 “Ina bottle 
1 ’ 


atid bloggs proceeded to 


Capers. ant mi 


Dinner was served, and 


ton, that most 


on the top shelf of the cupboard,” was the answer, 
make himself useful, by chopping the 
with the melted butter. 

' it was such a noble looking leg of mut- 
of us started on that, because it doesn’t keep warm 
80 well as beef 
does, you 
know, but we 
hadn't gone 
very far, when 
somebody said 
“ugh.” Then 
somebody else 
called out 


xing them 


uncle—says, 
“What's the 
matter with 
these capers?” 

Then Mrs. 
Bloggs tasted 
them, and she 


went as 
white as the 
tablecloth. 


“ Bloggs,” said 
she, and there 
was a distinct 
quaver in her 
‘ot these—capers from.” 


“Ones did g 2 
Pe | oe ve told, and when ke came back, Mrs. Bloggs 
1ton into hysterics,’ 


“It’s Scroogem’s Patent Pills,” and then 


heedn’ fee Ares 
been iota? fi Say we didn’t eat much after that, but though there's 


for that Caper 


OF rows over it, 


v l'y = 6 =i 
anne e never heard who was really to blame 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS, 


FAN Flpyropriate Ehristmas Wor. 


THE good old seer, who once a year 

oF ears with hoary locks, is nigh, 
A rings the time of Christmas cheer— 
The time of Christmas Boxes—nigh. 


And there's a Christmas Box, by Jove ! 
Would yield me much beatitude ; 

And whoso gives it me will ov- 
Erwhelm my soul with gratitude. 

The Box the baker kncads: the Box 
Which mect the meat-man knows to be : 

The Box of which the lac(k) provokes 
The milkman lac-rhymoee to be : 


The Box for which the postman knocks :— 
Such Boxes, | don’t want 'em. I'm 
Desirous of a Christmas Box 
In which to see the pantomime ! 
—— 


FA. Bit of Rolly. 


IT was a mere whim which induced Captain Somers, as he took 
a final look at his dressing mirror, to snatch the bit of Cape heath 
and maidevhair fern from his buttonhole. The buttonhole had 
not been neatly made up, and the agitated fingers of Captain Somers 
had made it look worse. As he took it out, it fell to pieces in his 
hands ; he tossed the discarded flower aside and looked impatiently 
round. A sprig of tf caught his eyes. It was only a tiny couple 
ot eves en a small curly bud which promised other leaves in 

he Dy-and-by, 

“ "Twill do as well as anything,” he muttered, “I need not care 
much what I wear,’’ he added, with a sigh, as he turned towards 
the drawing room, where he hoped and yet feared to meet one from 
whom three years before he parted in bitter anger. 

It is possible to Fg ee igo! in such circumstances and yet 
betray no feeling. J/e had faced the Arabs on the sands of the 
Soudan since they had last met, and faced them without a tremor 
—now he felt his heart thump wildly beneath his waistcoat as her 
hand lay in his, She, too, felt a throb as their eyes met, but a 
woman's pride is as strong as a man’s courage and not a twitch be- 
trayed emotion on that calm face. 

hey were in a country house at a Christmas gathering—where 
they would meet cry Sear yr hourly—during the next fortnight. 
Captain Somers had feared the first meeting—that over, however, 
he felt more at ease, and no one at the dinner table would have 
fancied that the handsome soldier had cause for uneasiness, 


* * * * » * 
Captain Somers decided that he would go to the conservatory for 
a smoke—a lonely smoke, 
and a think. His love for 
aoe? Worthing was not 
dead. He had tried to 
convince himself it was 
dead, but he found that it 
was not so. Bitterly did he 
now regret the silly lovers’ 
quarrel which had severed 
them three years before—a 
quarrel that might have been 
explained away in a couple 
of minutes, if it had been 
even worth explaining. He 

left her almost a child— 
now he met her a beautiful 
woman, but he feared from 
her manner that the woman 
had not forgiven him. 

As he entered the conser- 
vatory he saw it was not 
unoccupied. In the dull 

Hight he saw a figure in 
‘white approaching where 
he had paused. He stood 
aside to allow the lady to 
pass, and as he held open 
Jy | \ the door the white filmy 

: lace on her sleeve touched 
aud caught the sprig of holly at his button hole. 

“Oh, I your on,” said Captain Somers, as he hastily tried 
to disentangle the 
wontn were not to blame, Captain Somers,” said Miss Mary 

orthing. 

“It is quite inexcusable, Mary—I mean, Miss Worthing,” said the 
Captain, as in his tremor he entangled the holly still more. 

“Oh, cut the lace,” said the lady. 

“Certainly not. I will get it loose immediately. I would that 
I could unravel all aueengrements as easily,” 

* For instance?” said Miss Worthing. 

“That which you have wound round By. heart, Mary!” 

“That is not very complimentary, Captain Somers; 1 don't care 
to be forgotten,” 

“When you have forgotten me, ‘twould be better if I could forget 
you surely.” 

“Perhaps I haven't forgotten you, Jack.” 

“ Nor forgiven me, either?” 

“There was nothing to forgive—I don't remember what our 
quarrel was.” 

“Mary, | have been a brute——” 

“Tet us both admit we have been fools.” 

“ My love.” 

“ Be quiet, Jack ; you have entangled the holly worse than ever.” 

“Oh, hang the holly !” 

“No, Jack, rather let us bless it. We might have drifted apart 
Lut for a sprig of holly.” 

ge 


“ENT bile Teape’s TWeyere! 


CUR cow, our grunter, our sheep, are such 
Asa butcher but once in his life may butch : 
Our turkey is voted, with one accord, 
The finest that ever has graced a board : ; 
Our pudding’s been boiling since Hallowmas tide, 
And our fruit is the best in the country side: 
And Christmas cometh but once a year— 
Gobble ye, gobble ye, while he’s here ! 


Our wines are so sparkling, and soft and choice 

As not to be named but with reverent voice : 

Our nut-brown ales would the strictest monk 

So unbend, that he'd go on a big, big “drunk ”: 

Our Wassail is mixed in that perfect style 

Which made bibulous friars in old ages smile : 
And Christmas cometh but once a year— 
Guzzle ye, guzzle ye, while he’s here ! 


Too oft, too oft, in this world of ours, 

The cloud of despair on our forehead lowers : 

Too oft ‘neath a burden of cares we bow, 

Too oft we are merged in the despond-slough : 

And the gloom of our lives would our lives destroy, 

If at times through it shone not the suns of joy : 
And Christmas cometh but once a year— 
Giggle ye, giggle ye, while he’s here ! 


It is good, in the Yuletide, to blithely play 

At the old sweet Laer in the old sweet way: 

It is good, in the Yuletide, to lightly prance 

With one’s loving and loved through the mazy dance : 

It is good, in the Yuletide, for lips to meet 

"Neath the mistletoe berries in union sweet : 
Apd Christmas cometh but once a year— 
Gambo! ye, gambol ye, while he's here! 


Sloper’s Sybristmas FAL lphabet. 


A is Leeds And Agile Acts of the Ardent youth And 

aiden. 

B is the Big, Broad, Bounteous Board, with Beanfeast Banquets 

laden, 
~ : 

ARS? > Cc is the Cleery, Oharm- 

AW : ing Crack otf the 

ES, Childish Christmas 
Cracker. 

D is the Dreamy, Delight- 
ful Draws of the Dem- 
good Yule terbacker. 

B is the Enger, Eestatic 
Eyes, with Endless Bx- 
citement glowing : 
is the Fountain of 
Fervid Fun, From 
Foresaid eyes Fast 
Flowing. 
is cur Gourmandizing 
Gorge on the Glorious 
Goose and Qobbler, 

HH isthe Hearty, Hilarious 
Hop of the Haggard and 
Hoary Hobbler, 

T is the Innocent Infant 
Imp, Indulging Its 
Idolized toys In, 

J isthe Jollyand Jocund 
rei teoiglbas Junket- 

. ing Jinke Joys in. 

K is the Kuddle, Karese, and Kiss—Kind Kourters for these be 


yearning. 
L is the Large Laticiferous Log, so Luridlly, 
M is the Mistletoe—Move it not! the 


Maker: 
N is the Nymph who will Niobiize, if Nobody Neath it take 
er. 
O is the Odours (Of boiled, Of roast) which Olfactory Organs 


gladden : 
P is the Plum Pud'n'—Prime, but Prone our Paunches with 
Qisth rat to eee 
is the Quenching Quarts we Quaf,, till we’ 2 i 
Queer, and oan = Viele bil eae abe 
R is our Rollicking, Roystering Roar, when our Risible Regions 


z% be. 
8 is the pacrosnnet Santa, Skilled at Supplying each Suppliant 


Stocking. 
T is the Tales That we, Tireless, Tell, Touching Terrible Things 
Thrice spocnlan: 
U is the "Unbub and Uproar 'Uge that we're Used to Upraise 
while dancing. 
V is our Vehement Verve and Vim, Vile in Various Vays Ve're 
prancing. 
W 's the Wassail co Warm: as Well as the Waits With their 
Welcome clatter: 
X is the '‘Xcellent XXX which at Xmas ‘Xcites the latter. 
Y is the Yearning with which we Yearn that Your Yuletide 
may Yield You jolly daya. 
Z is the | that were Zhure you'll Zhow in Zecuring our 
“CHRISTMAS Ho.ipays,” 


FA. EXobristmas Ghost. 


IT was Christmas Eve. We had all been sitting round the fire 
at Uncle Charlie's, spinning ghost yarns till we all felt our flesh 
creep, It was awfully jouly. There's something very nice in 
listening to a bleod-curdling ata about grisly skeleton hands, 
grinning skulls with eyeballs of fire, and forms dressed in shrouds 
gliding noisclessly past, hollow groans, and doors that open amd 
shut mysteriously without being touched, when there are a lot of 
you together in front of a nice tire, and plenty of spirits of the best 
mortal brands about. Quite a different feeling to that which comes 
over you if you've got to walk home along a lonely road, where the 
trees take all manner of shapes and the wind amongst their branches 
makes all manner of noises, and, if your way lies through or close 
by a churchyard, you try not to think of the yarns the fellow» 
have been spinning, and you wish you hadn't said such high and 
mighty things about ghosts being all humbug and * Tommy rot,’ 
and that you didn’t believe in them, You feel kind of inclined to 
apologize to ghosts in general and a deal nore respectful towards 
them. Well, we sat it out till it began to be very late, and we 
could hear the rats scampering along the wainscots of the old house. 
Uncle and auntie had gone up to bed an hour before, so had all the 
girls, but we chappies appreciated Uncle Charlie's cigars and 
whisky too well to leave them ina hurry, At last Cousin Bill rose 
to go. He hesitated. We all laughed. “Bill doesn't like going 
along the corridors of this old house by himself,” said I. Bill 
looked rather savage, then got his candle and marched off wby him- 
self, saying anyway he wasn’t the funk in the crowd, We told a 
few more ghost stories, and got creepier than ever, and then a 
brilliant idea struck me.“ Bill’s very cock-a-hoop,” said I: “let's 

ive him a sensation—let's get a lot of sheets out of that big press 
in the still-room and march into Bill's room, saying we're a com- 
pany of ghosts come to keep up Christmas with him.” 

After a deal of argument the boys caught on to it, and I and 
Jack Bumbleby took off our boots and went and got the sheets. 
Somehow, nobody seemed to care about going alone for them. We 
draped them beautifully over ourselves, and marched along the cor- 
ridor all in the dark in our stockinged feet, doing our best not to 
burst out laughing. At last we reached the etaircase leading to the 
corridor, where Bill’s room was, Suddenly we halted, startled by 
a queer shufiling noise, then a sound like groaning, It was pitch 
dark, and we felt our hearts beat a bit, and then to our horror we 
saw a ghostly form with a face like sulphurous fire gliding towards 
us, groaning fearfully, and with uplifted arms, I gave a yell and 
fell back on Jack Bumbleby, who gave another yell, and, shouting 
and hooting, 
and shrieking 
blue murder, 
we both rushed 
headlong down 
the stairs, 
to where the 
rest of the fel- 
lows awaited 
us. Of course, 
the clatter 
roused uncle 
and auntie; 
also, the girls 
and the erer- 
vants, who 
rushed out of \ 
their rooms 
with candles, 
adding their 
shouts and 
shrieks to the 
din, and when 
we separated 
and picked our- 
selves up, and 
knew where we 
were, there was 


that wretched : : 
Bill at the top of the stairs shrieking with laughter, rolling up hi= 


i i Dont ven 
sheet and rubbing the match phosphorus off his face. s 
call that a silly trick of Bill te play?) Might have given someon 
a serious fright. 


Lightly burning. 
Magical Merriment 


» 
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THE HOUSE PARTY. 
: NO OFFERS. 


ey 


THE MODERN AUDIENCE. — 


hy): | : 


'y of the house, and astonished at the sight 


nore igh eon to the tags i totlion bat 
Ji . AD fore him). —er—excuse me interrupting your—er—cr—s udies, but—er— “ . 
foey. Am I to go on now, guv'nor ? ; rere eid that I should find Mrs, Joyful here, 9 Frivolous Young Thing. Now, then, which gentleman is going 
Stage Manager. Remember, Joey, only ten minutes ; they won't stand any Ist Fair One, Oh! come in, and make yourself comfortable until she comes to kiss me under the mistletoe? Don't, for goodness sake, all 
longer now-a-days. [Joey goes on, with a feeling akin to disgust. back. She has only gone to fetch a box of cigars from the smoking-room. speak at once, (They don't ; but all appear sea, 
ey A NIGHT OF HORROR. 


A SUSPICIOUS APPEARANCE. 


Uncle. Well, what is it, my boy? 

Tommy. Freddy says as how @ iced got the plum pudding 
hidden under your waistcoat, and if yer likes to go halves we 
won't split. 


TT 


Ure ts set 


AFTER CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES. 
Disgraceful attempt at strangulation on the part of un 


official of the Royal Humane Society. And A. SLorER had 
only taken a plunge to cool his agitation, But the Lest of in- ; 
tentions are oft-times unappreciated, : (1), Poor little Tommy Stuffan! He was feeling awfully dicky that Christmas , suddenly confronted him. Off he dashed wildly, madly leaping in hts terri over 
—————— ag night, as he lay tossing on his bed, vainly trying to forget the dull heavy painin | an appalling pice.—(3). To find himself surrounded in an instant by o 

his interior. Suddenly he became aware that two pairs of gleaming eyes were detachment of the Ist Mince Pie Infantry. — (4). By whom he was conveye’, 
regarding him with no kindly glance. The moonlight glinted upon the bright heavily fettered, across many hundred leagues of awful country, into the courl 

Pe oe stecl of an upraised weapon, It descendea rapidly ; but witha terrified yell Tommy of the bad King Snap Dragon.—(5). Vainly did he attempt to beg for merc, 

fs narrowly avoided the deadly blow, and, eens from the bed, rushed madly when brought into the royal presence, but his tongue clove to tho roof of his 
downstairs, and out into the snow-covered, frost hardened country, hotly pursued mouth, and he could utter nosound. “ Away with him to the executioner!" roared 

by the weird assassins, But after a long and stern chase he managed to elude the monarch, flercely——(6). And just as ‘Tommy began to feel it was all up 
them, and was congratulating himself upon his escape—(2). When a new terror | with him he awoke, with a start—and wasn't he glad to find it was only a dream. 


y Vpw bk, ed 


TOOTSIE’S BOUDOIR. 


A THREE BOTTLED MAN cee 


Fire away, Tommy! This is the bloke that got dad four - 


REVENGE IS SWEET. 
teen days hard. 


A WONDERFUL BIRD. 
Lady, I want a superior turkey. : BEHIND THE SCENES. ; 
J r. Here rou are, mum. Brought up in the best Tootsie's idea was that the first person she saw on Christmas morning would be Potboy from over the way to King Gorgibustus. Look ‘ere, Kinges. Dy 
schools, well up in deportment, and only twenty-five shillings, her future husband, She waited a long time, but no one came, so she's still guv'nor says you won't get auother blessed ‘alf pint until you've 8 
rior in the market. betrothed to Bob. for what you ‘ad last week —sce! 


Ciivap as dirt, and not its supe’ 


TOOTSIES “SERPENTINE DANCE,’ 


M 


F.O 


Esq., 


Composed expressly for A. SLOPER 


BY 


LEOPOLD WENZEL, 


COMPOSER TO AND CHEF D'ORCHESTRE AT THE EMPIRE THEATRE, LEICESTER SQUARE. 


T. STA, HALL.) 


(EN 


Tempo di valzer un poco lento. 
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3 
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[For continuation of Tootsie's “ Serpentine Dance,” see last page of this Supplement. 
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LORD BOB. TOTTIE GOODENOUGH. McGOOSELEY. LARDI LONGSOX. NELLIE HIKIKS. 
SIE. DOOK SNOOK. MRS. SLOPER. A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. GINETTA-MARGARINE. 
a BILL HIGGINS, TODDLES. BOULANGER-SHAKEBACON. 
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TOOTSIE’S “SERPENTINE DANCE.” 
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a BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 

First night of the Grand Christmas Pantomime, written by A. SLOP Esq., entitled, Good Queen Vic.; the Kind Old Gentleman with the Stand-up Collars, and the “Truth"-ful Little 
Boy, Produced at enormous expense. None of the girls know their parts, of course. The Author at the wings prompting and verging on a fit of Spavins-cum-apoplexy, old style, Too bad of Tcotsie, 
Tottie and Lardi, for, after all, they only had three lines each. The boys will be furious. 


JONES’ GLASS HAS BEEN STEADILY FALLING. 
(A Christmas Story in Seven Chapters.) 


» i ee =e — 
tor three days las Jubilee been revell- Tne 3° Qusss Se Be 5. 6%... ye SY... 9* 
Ing W the Inxury of Christmas pudding, 
ian r three nichts has he been haunted Eventually Jones was found under the table, snoring loudly, and with his head in the spituon. AN IDYLL IN YE OLDEN TIME. 


beabeve vision 


AN EYE TO BUSINESS BOXING DAY AMUSEMENTS. 


1). The Lecturer, On the left you will observe the stately advance of tlie Lt itish war ships: the CUE 
with his speaking trumpet, calls on the fortress to surrender ; but judging from the attitude of the French genctal 
fssimo, who replies to him from the battlements on the right, we may assume thir the English officer's demands are 
received with ridicule by the garrison. Now, however, the man-of-war runs out a 64-pounder, and you will: obecere 

K the astonishing effects of the Erat Bee Keep your sens. please, and look oat {or the BU al Fong! ‘ pe 
we Caeh Yer a ve Ww * . the result was rather astonishing- but not for the audience alone.—-(3). No; the lecturer also came 2 dent 
“Oh hae : a above Water, Jim, dear, while I runs for the 'Umane Society man.” slice of amazement, whi!st the aedicnce enjoved themselves immensely.——«1), Aud the expression of the super 

Ny ed. My ‘at's w huld‘ua, It’s my noo 10s. 6d, kicksics as Fu a-worritia’ about.” | behind the scenes, When it dawned upun him that he bad tired from the fort ure!, Was a Ching to dream about. 
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Fbe Ghost of Follimere Wegyall. 
(With Apologies to the Christmas Annuals.) 


It was Christmas Eve. rf 
I'robably, yon have noticed that a lot of Yule Tide stories com- 
meuce in this manuer, It's a way they've got with them, somehow. 


Around the huge roaring wood fire on the hearth of the big oak- 
panelled dining-room at Jollimere Hall, a large and jovial party 
sat and cracked walnuts and jokes. Most of them varied the 
monotony of these proceedings by sipping glasses of port or sherry, 
whilst not a few amused themselves by the whispering of soft 
nothings and surreptitious hand-squeezing, when they, poor, spoony 
things ! foolishly imagined no one to be looking. 

There were such a lot of them. The cheery, ruddy-faced old 
Squire and his poeeeiz well-preserved spouse, the three stalwart 
handsome sons and their two pretty, poshinwerod sisters, And 
the relations! Oh, there ! —aunts (inaiden and otherwise), uncles 
cousins, to say nothing of quite a host of young men an 
damsela, friends from far and near, who had been invited to share 
the renowned Jollimere hospitality. 

It was a wild night outside, and, as the bitter wind howled 
fiercely nround the old manor house, anon dying awa; into weird 
and mournful moans, all instinctively drew their chairs closer to 
the fire, whilst not a few of the more timid of the girls shuddered 
prettily and drew theirs a little closer to their admirers. 

“A rough night, eh?” anid the old Squire, “a rough night, just 
the time one can imagine the phantoms abroad.” 

“Oh ! don't, please,” cried half a dozen feminine voices shrilly; 
“I'm so frightened !’ 

“Frightened, nonsense,” said the old man, chuckling, “there's 
nothing to fear from a nice respectable spectre ; why, we've got one 
in this very house, haven't we, Jane?” 

“Don't, John, make the girls timid,” replied his wife. 

“Oh! do, do tell us all about it, please,” shouted a dozen guests 
in chorus, “what is it—does it walk—is it a lady—which room 
does it haunt?” 

“No, John, pray don’t,” interposed the gentle mistress of the house, 
as her husband, witha merry twinkle in his eye, was about to launch 
forth into some harrowing tale of horror calculated to send 
cold shivers down the backs of his listeners, “ My dears,” she added 
quietly, “I do not like this thing jested about. Many, many years 
ago, & dreadful crime was committed in one of the rooms above, 
and—and—well, it’s bornea bad reputation ever since. It was never 
occupied as long as I can remember, and when I first married and 
came here to live permanently I had it turned out and used asa 
store-room.” 

“Isn't that the apartment at the end of the corridor, with the 
funny stain on the door that | remarked to-day, Aunt? " queried a 
young man with a blonde appendage to his upper lip. 

“Well, er—yes, that is the position,” was the hesitating ey 

“Then it must be immediately over this,” announced the fair 
moustached one, brightly; “only to think, now,” he continued, 
irreverently, “that only a few oak rafters and a bit of plaster 
separates us perhaps from a real genuine Christmas ghost.” 

There was a ripple of laughter at this remark, despite the some- 
what awed faces of some of the more timid of the girls, when 
suddenly Dora, the eldest of the Jollimeres, who had n listen- 
ing intently for some few minutes, clutched her companion’s arm 
ti S tly, and, lifting up a warning finger to the assembled gathering, 
whispered, “ Hush t’ 

“Oh, Dora! what is it?) What can you hear? Do tell us. Oh, 
Tam so nervous!" came from numerous quavering tongues. But 
Dora, with blanched face and trembling lips, pointed solemnly to 
the ceiling above and again murmured, “ Hush |” 

For a few moments there was a dead silence, broken only by the 
sigh of the wind and the patter of the rain against the panes; but 
suddenly a sound smote the ears of the horrified listeners, which 
chilled the very marrow of the timid and caused the hearts of even 
the bravest to stand almost still with terror. Zt came from the 
room abore, and resembled the noise of a heary body being slowly 
dragged along the floor, 

Then ensued a scene of almost indescribable confusion. Three 
or four of the more timid girls threw themselves into the nearest 
chairs and fainted comfortably away. Others, slightly less nervous, 
were careful to seek the 
side of a male admirer 
before relapsing into un- 
consciousness, whilst the 
dey ladies unani- 
mously selected violent 
hysterics as the most 
suitable mode of reliev- 
ing their harrowed feel- 
ings. 

As for the men, those 
of them whose attention 
was not fully occupied in 
ministering to the wants 
of the insensible fair, 
stared at one another in 
inute amazement. 

The old Squire was the 
first to recover himself. 
“Here, girls, boys, what 
nonsense js this?” he 
cried, angrily. “Jane,” he 
called to his wife, “teli 
them what it is; it’s only 
one of the maids gone 
into the room to fetch 
something.” 

“Tt can’t be that, John,” 
replied his wife, gravely 
“not one of them would 
venture in there after 
dusk for untold gold ; be- 
sides, I have the key on the bunch in my pocket.” 

There was an awed silence,a silence broken at last by the voice 
of a Captain Vernon, Blanche Jollimere’s fiancé, “ Here, you 
fellows,” he cried, “what's the matter with vou all?) Why 
don’t you say something, some of you? Oh!” as the dread 


sound once more became painfully audible, “I can atand this 


no longer, 1'm going up to see what it is.” 
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His voice broke the spell; instantly half dozen of the male 
visitors offered to accompany him, whilst Miss Blanche revived 
with most remarkable rapidity from her swoon, and faintly im- 
plored her lover “not to leave her.” ‘ 

But the gallant warrior was already at the head of his little band 
of followers, and half way up the wide oak staircase leading to the 
haunted chamber. ‘ 

‘At the end of the corridor, the Squire, who was of the party, 
atopped them. “This, this, is the room,” he said, hoarsely. “ Here, 
Vernon, you take the key.” . 

The Captain took it, inserted it in the lock, and shot the bolt 
back with a click, then, pausing a moment, he turned the handle, 
and throwing wide open the door, advanced a step into the long, 
low apartment. 

And what a sight met his horrified gaze. 

The room was almost totally dark, but the fecble light of the 
nearly obscured moon was sufticient to reveal to him a spectacle 
which nearly caused his heart to stand still with horror. Dragging 
itself slowly, painfully along the floor, a dark indistinct object 
was advancing towards him, it was coming nearer, nearer yet, 
Mercy! Mercy !! IT WAS UPON HIM; and, with a wild shriek 
of agonized terror, a shriek so awful, so weird in its intensity, that 
it will ring for ever in the memory of that household, the wretched 
man who had won his V.C. by his fearless valour amid the Zulu 
spears, sprang wildly back, and fell trembling and half fainting 
iuto the arms of his companions. 

Just then the moon broke from behind a black bank of threat- 
ening clouda, and angtel Hor silver light into the haunted room, 
illumined every object with ghastly distinctness, 

Then the little kuot of panic-stricken wretches saw what it was 
that had terrified them— ‘ 

The Stilton hai broken loose from its chain. 

ina 


FL Wospeptic’s Gyinion. 


THOUGH keen the joys of Christmastide, 
It’s quite, I think, a settled question 
That all pale hopelessly beside 
The awful pangs of Indigestion. 


FAN Enteric with ly Rather 
GX bristmas. 


I CAME upon him as, loaded with turkeys and trinkets and toys, 
he was entering the porch of a wealthy gentleman’s house inthe West. 
“Hullo!” I cried, for the want of something wiser to say for the 
moment. He turned and stopped, and didn't seem offended, for 
[ was not in s, and I hadn't a borrowing look about me. 
“Pardon me, ry said, going up to the snowy-locked coageg d 
and making him my very best mistletoe bow—“ Pardon me, o! id 
chap, but aren’t Ae delivering those goods at the ng house?” 
& me, no{” was his immediate reply, given in the tone of 
one who thinks he knows his own business better than anyone else 
in the world: 
“Oh, no! The 
things belong to 
the gentleman 
inside; he has 
ot them for 
imself and his 
wife and chil- 
dren, and he's 
paid for them!” 
“Paid for 
them!” I echoed, 
with disgust. 
“Are they any 
the mors Py is 
roperty o! 
Wien the frost 
is hard upon the 
ground, and the 
snow comes 
down and the 
coals go up, 
these things are 


share and 


} share alike at this time, old man, and you know that as well as [. 


He emiled, and shrugged his shoulders, and was about to knock 
at the rich man’s door ; but I pulled his arm away, and besought 
him to hear me before he again attempted to deliver his parcels. 

“Listen!” I cried, sternly. “In the East of London—ay! and in 
the West and North and South as well—there are men and women 
and children, who have never known what a Happy Christmas 
is. Christmas to them means sorrow and sickness, when to 
others it means happiness and health. Christmas to the poor men 
and women isa ghastly thing that stands at their doors and worries 
for the rent, when they have no money to buy food, and their little 
children are wasting away for want of the comforts that dogs 
demand—and get! Are you aware, old chap, that, while you are 
standing here waiting to deliver those good things at a house which 
is aiveady stocked with luxuries, there are people ezining ond only 
just existing !—who would go almost mad with delight if they 

only one of the parcels you are carrying? Do you 
now there are men whose hearts are breaking under the load of 
poverty which involves the death of their children, and their wives? 
you know that thetiny ones of the poor live on little more than 
hope for better times, and that with the dawning of each day, and 
the coming of each night, that hope gets less and less? I tell you, 
Father Christmas, you have no right to enter that door while men 
are despairing, and women are weeping, and their little ones, lean 
and hollow-eyed, are crying for the food they so seldom have—or 
bearing their wants patiently, and dying with only a very slight 
murmur—and that of contentment!” 

The tears came into the old man’s eyes, but he wiped them away, 
saying, “1 must deliver the things here: the people inside have 
paid for them!” Then he knocked at the door and was admitted ! 

“And so this is Christmas!” I exclaimed, turning away with 
a heavy heart. “Jolly, merry, happy old Father Christos with 
his emiles and precious greetings for all alike—with his puddings 
and his turkeys and his warm clothes for the Prince and the 

easant: for the merchant in his mansion, and the beggar on the 
{mbankment! Why, SLOPER can do better than this! I'll go to 
him; and may Heaven help the dear old chap to make a larger 
pile for the poor than ever !” 


Midnight. 
A weight of pain is in my head, 
A weight of sorrow in my heart ; 
I wait, all-anxious, in my bed— 
The waits, I hope will soon depart. 
Music's a blessing and a boon, 
But I remark with deep regret, 
No music comes from that bassoon, 
And little from that clarionet. 
Kind friends, don’t think that I’m a brute, 
Don't think I love not Xmas-tide ; 
If I should swear at yonder flute, 
And imprecate that ophicleide. 
My heart is sick and sorroweth ; 
All night my vigil drear I keep, 
For like His Majesty, Macbeth, 
The waits to-night have “ murdered sleep.” 


(Christmas, 1999. 


WHlartlets WAlbree. 


A Christmas Hotch-potch served steaming i 
two Jerks and an Epilogue, iad oo 


By BACKYARD STRIPLING. 


NoTE.—This story hus been revised no less than thirty-seven 
even now utterly unfit for publication’ Himes, 


PROLOGUE. 


On the night of the 18th December, in the 
disgrace (the author being a Tory has not yet digened ta: Ration 
Majority ) 
Sally Win. 
klepin, the 

ower - gal, 
B she 
eel ates an 
apo ogy fo 
@ blacker 


ANd fy 


Patchwork 
quilt around 
her shiver. 
ing form, 
was dimly 
conscious of 
an unknown 
8 e Nsation 
disturbing 
the equa- 
nimity of 
her hitherto 
Philosophi- 
cal tem- 
perament. 
And the 
“houses” 
as r £ all 
closed, too! 

On the eame evening, and at an identical moment, Lady Bath- 
sheba Redhottun, late of Calcutta, nestling her daingy limbs 
beneath the warmth of an eider-down coverlet, experienced an 
unaccountable pang. Was the popular delusion right, after all, 
and had every woman really a heart? The thing was too absurd ! 

As the clock displayed a coincidence of hour, and the almanac 
denoted a yromey similar day—or night, seated in front of a lofty 
mirror, Dolly Fireworks, the chorister, Heating a final cigarette, 
suddenly dropped her vesta and nearly set her lingerie ablaze. 
“Scott!” she murmured, “I must be getting balmy !” 

What had caused an identical feeling at an identical moment, in 
three utterly dissimilar bosoms? 

The ——. But that is another story altogether ! 


JERK THE FIRsT. 

The Rev. Wily Prigwhim, curate of St. Broker’s-in-the-Hole, E., 
stood six feet odd inches in his boots—or would have done had 
he not habitually barefooted. Such humility had its reward ; 
for, if the cause of a few chills, it produced many subscriptions. 

is feat, however, was the founding and conducting “The 
Choristers and Flower-girls’ Mutual Moral Improvement League.” 
This turned out to be a terrific success, and the morality of the 
parish went up by leaps and bounds. 

It being committee night, the Rev. Wily was in the committee 
room. So was Sally Winklepin. 

“§'welp me, sir,” she said, earnestly, “I ain’t so much as touched 
a drop o’ sherbet since 3 o'clock.” 

“Good girl,” he responded, with approval. “Nobly done! Do 
but persevere, and a century hence you may be able to go without 
drinking for twenty-four hours at a stretch. Indeed,” he added, 
musingly, “it’s very likely you'll have to!” : 

“D’j'yer!” she blurted out after a moment's pause, "Who's 
that toff wot’s allus comin’ here covered with spangles and lace 
and what not? Bloo me! Talk o’ the ——heresheis!” _ 

“My dearest Lady Redhottun,” exclaimed the curate, turning to 
the newcomer; “this is indeed kind! Your subscription, which 
arrived to-day, was kinder still. You are the Empress of our Lady 
Patronesses !"’ and he equeezed her hand with empressement. 

“Dearest Mr. Prigwhim,” she murmured, hungrily returning the 
squeezes, “ when angels wear long black coats and white ties— 

“Oh, I like that !” cried a fresh young voice. “ After you. mum. 
with the reverent gent, when you've quite done with him. please: 

All three turned. In the doorway stood Dolly Fireworks. 

Outside, a street organ played frantically —“ Never introduce 
your Donah to a pal.” 

JERK THE SECOND. 

The Boxing-night Christmas tree distribution was over, and a 
single ge illumined the large hall wherein the members of the 
league recently disported. At the foot of the dismantled 
shrub, the Rev. W. Prigwhim stood at bay. Around him thronged 
three ardent virgins—two, rather, and a grass-widow. 

“Wily, darling, | love you!” panted Lady Redhottun. 

“ Bloo me, so do I!” gasped Sally Winklepin. 

“T could eat you—straight !” gurgled Dolly Fireworks. 

“Ladies! Ladies !—please,” stammered the unhappy victim, 
“This is most unreasonable—most irregular—most uncanonical 
Mind, you force the confession from me! You evidently believe 
me to be png | 
but the truth is— 
I am a—a—e mar- 
ried man !” 

There was an 
awful, a chilling 
silence, 

“Six months 
wasted, and two 
hundred pounds 
thrown away,” re- 
marked Lay Red- 
hottun, at length, 
turning to the door. 

“Twenty-five sup- 

rs sacrificed, and 

he finest ‘mash’ in 
the world chucked 
over for nothing!” 
sobbed Dolly 


ing scorn, “ oy al- 


The next moment 
the Bet: Adonis 
was alone. 5 : 

“Why,” he moaned, throwing up his hands with a gesture 
despair,—“ why was I born so beautiful ?” 


kl h were ist 
Sally Winklepin, when not before the magistrate, © 
en ai in drinking herself into a home for criminal Lele 
y Redhottun’s fiery temperament has not mellowed dui eis 

To show her a clergyman is like flaming a red rag La DWVare 
bull ; and she tooditates ublishing a pamphlet, entitled, 
Curates ; or, The Deceitfulness of a Marri Church. 

And Dolly Fireworks ? : slosophically 

The pangs of blighted affection are in her case phi 08 te A 
eadtrel: Ferha ‘a seventy-guinea sealskin sacque ae dics 
purchased out of her scanty earnings may help te accoun (ome 

‘As for the Rev. Prigwhim, the League, and his wife ‘— 

But there !—That is a different story altogether, 


ol 


rate, is steadils 


Christmas, 1892.) 
rhe Erase of Price Gash -Wrice. 


: Story OF A STRANGE JAR AND A VERY BAD 
nase me = HALF-CROWN, 

“RIS s Eve was well nigh spent. 

ULL Pat which young Mr. Price Cash-Price had drawn 
prine parenase of Chrismas Freee sired ‘but a eoltary 
which that cheque represented’, ng a eS 

that was bad, 

Mr. Price Cash- 
Price was perfectly 
aware from whom 
he had_ taken the 
coin, It had been 
handed to him, as 
change out of the 


by 
looking little Jew- 
dealer in curi 
from whom he hi 
made his very last 
purchase, a 
strangely quaint 
tobacco-jar, which 
he thought would 
lease his Uncle 
lebim. 

At least, it was 
with the thought 
of Uncle Hartle- 
bim_ (who onl 
lived forthe acqui- 
sition of curios), 
gS that he was at- 

he d 1 the ch toto ‘his 
eoained for, the jar. But, ashe dropped the change into is 
ese - curious shiver ran through him (as though he'd caught 
cold), and he immediately asked himself, indignantly, why he 
should squander so great a sum as fourseventeen-six (or any sum, 
for that matter), on such a benighted curmudgeon as Uncle Hartle- 
bim? He never had given the old brute a Christmas present yet, 
and it was probably not a very wise thing to begin. Once start on 
that line and it is by no means easy to leave off, then the thing 
vecomes f taX, 
aa fact—he'd never thought of it before—but this Christmas pre- 
sent giving was already @ tax, a deuce of a tax, and he wasn’t very 
sure that he wasn’t a fool to submit to it. His father had instituted 
the practice when the firm had been a particularly flourishing one ; 
and when the old man died, and he succeeded to the business, he 
had continued the practice, But trade had gone down tremen- 
dously since then, and the cost of Christmas presents hadn'’t— 
rather the other way, indeed ; so that—by Jove, when he came to 
calculate—the custom was costing _ nearly ame of his in- 
come! The thing was preposterous—outrageous 

His cnedlitalions were broken in upon at this point by the Jew, 
who was regarding him with a peculiarly wicked grin, He was 
asking whether he should send the jar home for him. Cash- 
I'rice was about to reply in the affirmative, as he had done in 
the case of his previous purchases, but a feeling of distrust— 
quite new to him—perhaps caused by something he saw in the usly 
countenance before him, induced him to take the article with him. 

But the feeling of distrust clung to him after he left the shop. 
Cash-Price hardly knew himself, ordinarily unsuspicious, and 
generous to a fault. Here he had, within the last ten minutes, found 
himself practically doubting the ary, of a (presumably) 
honest tradesman, and grudging the friendly tokens it had been 
his custom to dispense with a free hand and an open-hearted spirit 
for years ; what was worse, his only mental comment on the state 
of affairs was, “ A good job too”! 

“What's more,” he murmured, “I'd better take a cab and go 
ronnd and fetch the other things, As likely as not they'll send in- 
ferior articles to those I've chosen, and I may as well have the 
value of my money, at any rate,” 

In the course of putting this plan into execution, he discovered 
the badness of the half-crown he had taken from the Jew, but what 
was his surprise to find that, rack his brain as he would, he not 
only couldn't remember the shop or the name of the street in which 
it stood, but he had actually forgotten what part of the town it 
was situated in, He returned to his private room with his mind 
fixed on the problem of getting rid of this Christmas obligation. 
Of course the simplest plan would be to cease sending the presents. 
But that would put him in the wrong, as it were, and he wanted to 
be in the right (as it were). A quarrel would be the thing, but 
they must quarrel with him, not he with them, and it would not be 
ag! to get an unanimity of that sort. 

He thought he'd have a pipe and think it out. 

To his intense disgust, however, he found his tobacco-pouch 
empty, and all the shops would be closed at that time of night. He 
was going sulkily off to bed when he suddenly remembered to have 
noticed a small quantity (probably left there by its former owner) at 
the bottom of the jar he had purchased of the Jew (and which he 
had now fully determined to keep for his own use). He found there 
was sutticient for a couple of pipes at least, and, soothed in s irit, 
he meditatively filled his briar, “I wish I had some one to advise 
me in this business,” he thought as he applied the match. 

: The next moment he flung the pipe into the fender with a yell! 
ite room had become instantly filled with a thick, dense smoke. 

‘ving his arms frantically, to disperse it, his right hand descended 
with a tremendous open-handed smack upon the bare shoulders of 
aravishingly hand- 
sume young lady in 
a sort of evening 
(ress—the sort of 
evening dress a 
ballet girl wears, 
only the bodice 
was cut with aris- 
tocratic freedom. 
Every trace of the 
smoke had van- 
ished, and there 
the beautiful crea- 
ture stood, screw: 
Ing up her coun- 
tenance with the 
Tuefullest  expres- 
sion of discomfort 
me fei 

‘That's a pretty 
tort of a weleme 

don't think,” she 
exclaimed, 


j “Oh! Um — by 
Jove: : 


. © .—s80orry— 
don't you know— 
ey filly — beg mre 
on? pe 


star 
Priv, mmered 
“And when T've = 
n Ty, 
come here I've 
Ytohe 


as ‘ing the posture “ie 
al vantage ture which she k e 
‘utage), but came to busine chee showed her to the be-t 


“There is a very simple way out of your difficulty,” she sai 
“That bad half-crown is magic, too, and has the pro) m of pdb 
ing its evil principles to the holder. It is that which makes you 
grudge the presents, If you discard it youn will revert to your 
former generous way of thinking, and will not require my services 
further. If you keep it, I must give you the best advice | can.” 

Having the coin still in his possession, Cash-Price, of course, 
made the wrong choice. He said he would keep the coin. 

es MOR well,” eal fod = ; nie} pons and prodecing a pocket 

and pencil, “First of all, you have an o! chelor dow 
his luck, —H'm! Know his politics !” one 

i i Laer = —_ at shortly. 

a ell, praise up Mr. Balfour to him at every o nit: 
and he'll soon cut you dead. ‘Engaged couple! a +s Lappgemsccd 
Tell her some lies about him, and she'll either resent it and set 
him on, so that you lose the friendship of both, or she'll believe 
you. There'll be a row between them. He'll find out you are at 
the ae a in aber ll eee wpe up, and youl pao her that way.” 

Bai ice, delig . “And how about the widow 
and her kids and the three maiden aunts?” . 

“Wait a bit,” said the fairy. ‘“Er—h'm. How would you like 
me fora housekeeper, now?" And she looked at him sideways, 
and smiled and sparkled all over with wickedness, 

“ye rr, I'll take the place for th 

ery wel K e the ‘or the present, A lot of oN 
dowdies will be shocked and have nothing aie to do with you; 
most of the others will look knowing and chaff you, then you can 
be virtuously indignant, and have nothing more to do with them.” 

And so she went bags the whole list, giving equally pertinent 
advice. Young Mr. Cash-Price acted upon every bit of it, and 
when the following Christmas came round, he heaved a huge sigh 
of relief as he reflected that he hadn't a single friend, 

At least, this is the story he always tells when you ask where he 
got his pretty housekeeper. He says it’s a fairy tale. So it is! 


4“ Nut j f 
She Widn't Know, Won Kno!” 
(OH! DEAR No!) 

SHE never thought as she lingered there, 
Under the mistletoe, you know, 

That George had made up his mind to dare 
Something nice to bestow, you know, 

On the red lips, where kisses dwell ; 

And on her cheeks, perchance, as well ; 

How could a poor young creature tell? 
How was a girl to know, you know? 


She never dreamt, when the kiss was o’er, 
Under the mistletoe, you know, 
That George would be wanting dozens more, 
She didn’t say him no, you know ; 
She never dreamt, in confusion’s haste, 
When of her lips he took a taste, 
He'd place his arm around her waist ; 
‘ow was a girl to know, you know? 
ee RS Ss 


FA GModern Serooge. 


It was Christmas. Jeremiah Potipher Potts had partaken of a 
solitary dinner composed of the usual Christmas fare, and had an 
uncomfortable sleep in a somewhat uneasy chair after its consump- 
tion. Perhaps it was indigestion ; or perhaps it was the fact that 

his head had hung 
at an uncomfort- 
able angle; or per- 
haps it was due to 
much _ = Christmas 
literature, = wich 
after the manner of 
its kind had per- 
vaded all the news- 
papers and_ the 
magazines during 
y, the percent two 
Z months — or per- 
» hapsit was all these 
circumstances com- 
bined which led 
Jeremiah Potipher 
Potts to dream, and 
to dream a fearful 


dream. 

He dreamed that 
a figure which 
look jolly and 
rubicund, though 
its hair and beard 
were somewhat un- 
trimmed, had en- 
tered his apartment 
without opening the 
door, and hi 
frowned on him, The figure had pointed the finger of scorn at J. 
P. Potts, and to the accompaniment of Potts’ uneasy snores had 
denounced him as selfish and besotted in the last degree—besotted 
not by drink, but deeply besotted with self esteem and unchari- 
tableness. Then the figure seized J. P. Potts by the back of the 
neck and—Potts felt himself hurtling through the air, As he flew 
he'saw himself passing backward through his doings of the previous 

ears, He saw crimes committed and disasters occur which by a 
ittle exertion on his part might have been averted, and he saw, 
too, the opportunities which he had ignored at the time, which 
would have averted these crimes and disasters. It was like being 
at a panorama where the scenery was unrolled the wrong way. 
The relentless figure spared him not a single scene, and as they 
reached the previous first of January, was about to hurl him into 
the great beyond of the long since past, when J. Potipher Potts 
awoke with a wild start to find that he had in his agony fallen 
on the hearthrug, and narrowly missed blacking his eye. 

J. Potipher Potts was wide awake, but the horror of the dream 
was still upon him, He thought for a moment of the horrible past. 
and resolved that ere Christmas was yet gone past recall he would 
go forth and do some deed of charity. 

Then Jeremiah P. Potts arose, and wrapped himeelf in a com- 
fortable ulster and cravat, and went forth to battle with elemental 
strife and human misery. 1t was snowing. Feathery flakes were 
whirling and whisking frantically, and pouing themselves into 
Pott’s collar and up his nose, but Potts heeded them not and boldly 
peered forth in search of the opportunity for doing good. 

It came at last. Prone on the pavement lay a wretch, who 
seemed as one dead. By him stood a stern administrator of the 
law, who turned on the reclining mortal an unpitying bull’s-eye. 

“He's drunk! that’s what he is.” said the man in blue. “I 
suppose I'll have to take him to the jug.” 

“No,” said J. P. Potts, who saw his chance for a charitable 
action. ‘ Let us take him to his own home, where a sorrowing 
wife and children may await him.” 

“ Where's that?” 

“That there’s Jin O’Brien,” said an urchin who stood by. “He 
lives in a two pair back in Davis Rents,” 

It was not far to Davis Rents, Slowly the tipsy man was lifted 
up, and carefully Potts guided his erring steps towards the two 
pair back. Arrived there, Potts hauled and shoved till he got 
O'Brien upstairs, and at last, heated but conscious of Christian duty 
performed, he knocked at the door of the lonely domicile. 

It was promptly opened, and as O'Brien tumbled in at the door- 
way, a decayed carpet broom swept over the face of Mr, Potts, fol- 
lowed by a better directed blow on his head, while a voice yelled— 

“Take that, an’ that, ye dirthy thafe, an’ maybe that will tache 
yez to go a-drinkin’ wi’ Jimmy O'Brien again.” : 

Jeremiah Potipher Potts has resolved to abstain from practical 
charity in future, 


ALLY SLOPER'’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS, VI 


FRbe “E3aron's (oom. 
A SEASONABLE MARROW-FREEZER. 


‘Twas Christ- 
mas Eve, 
and in his 
hall 

Sat Baron 
Bloodred 
Caterwaul ; 

No weakling 
he—no tim- 
‘rous fool— 

A villain of 
the good old 
school. 


He eyed the 
embers 
glowing 


While black 
thoughts 
filled his 
wicked 
head ; 

And as he 
puffed his 
pipe, and 


“My Lord! a stranger bold aud free, 
Doth crave your hospitality ; 

He gaily flaunts a purse well filled ——” 
“Admit him, knave!"” the Baron yelled, 


The stranger entered, suave and glib, 
With compliments and thanks, ad (ib. ; 
The Baron answered ne'er a word, 

But sharpened up his trusty sword. 


“Think’st thou,” at length he cried—“to here 
Partake of bounteous Christmas cher i is 
To-night, in Hades, thou must dine! "—— 
He smote—and cleft him to the chine. 


The stranger smiled and shook his head, 
“This warm reception, sir,” he said,— 
“Mid festive halls with holly decked, 
Is scarcely what | should expect.” 


“But since I may not quaff your cup, 
At least with me you'll deign to sup!” 
The room grew hot, The Baron pale, 
Beheld a glimpse of horns and tail, 


Next morn, the ancient servitor 

On entering to sweep the floor, 
Affrighted, dropped his upraised broom ; 
A smell of sulphur filled the room, 


Abe Wetast Aarain. 


One Christmas aint not long ago, a weary looking man might 
have been seen standing on the steps in front of a modest red brick 
house, situated not a hundred miles from Battersea Park, 

The beautiful white snow was descending in thick flakes, which 
were whirled around by the boisterous wind, as though it were 
wild with them for covering up the face of nature from its rude 
attacks, 

Suddenly a well-known sound strikes upon the tired stranger's 
ear. 'Tis the footsteps of an approaching policeman, which can be 
heard in the distance, even through the covering of virgin snow 
which concealed the pavement. 

On arriving opposite the house in question, the constable turned 
on his bull’s-eye and inquired, “* Hullo! wot's up?” 

“I'm shorry to shay, pleeshman, that somethin's wrong with th’ 
polly reac and I can't get in, 1 wish you ope’ door for me, like 
g er.” 

The guardian of the night mounted the steps, and, taking the 
latchkey from the stranger's hand, endeavoured to open the door. 
But his efforts were in vain. 

“It's no good, guv'nor,” he remarked, ‘ You've either got the 
wrong key or else the missus has put down the latch.” 

An ashen ge spread o'er the poor wretch's face at these 
words, and he shivered with apprehension, which he vainly en- 
deavoured to conceal ‘neath the remark, “Itsh ver’ col’ to-ni’, 

leeshman.” 

“{'d better knock ‘em up, hadn't I?” suggested the constable. 
“You'll get frozen if you stay here.” cee 
“No, don’ knock, pleeshman. Don’ knock. She don’ like it. 
answered the wayfarer. “But if you'd be sho kin’ ash to throw 
han’ful of earth outer front gard‘n onter lef’ han’ winder, she'll 

svon be downstairs.” 

And again he shivered, and his teeth actually chattered—bué not 
with cold, 

The constable did as he was requested, and, after a second 
application, the window was thrown violently open and a night- 
capped head was protruded, while the well known voice of 
A. SLOPER, 

Esq., in uired, 
“Who's there?” 

“Itsh me, my 
dear,” replied 
the stranger, 
in a meek au 
soothing tone, 
“Don’ be 


train, and hai 
to walk all th’ 


way. 
co Well, I'm 


it ain't that 
drunken old 
owl, McGoose- 
ley, who left 
here over an 
hour 0, to 
catch the last 
train home.” 
“What shall 
I do with him, 
sir?” inquired 
the policeman. we ms 
“Oh, L ain't coming down to let him in at (lis t ( ‘atl 
answered SLOPER. “The best thing that you can do is io he rp 
him down the area steps and shove him in the coal cellar, t Node 
nothing there, eo he'll be all Belt ; uy gee you if you'll look roun 
in the morning, constable. (iood-night. | é 
ee in auother minute the snow fell silently on the step where 
McGooseley had once stood aud shivered. 


ine of night,” 


———_ 


AbhY SLOPER’S GHRISPTMAS HOLIDAYS: (Christmas, 1899. 
~ ree 


rx THE MEENISTER. NOT TAKING ANY! 


= inhi 


Captain Siaaher (to a ladies who Gas a art any Toure both See 
right, ladies, ‘oth t er (indignantly). Captain Slasher, how dare you! ie 

Captain Slasher, There, oe Pony aso cetthan angry; quite an oversight, “Stand oot the way, Meenister,” yelped the Elder, “and let the Elders o’ 
Iassure you. Suppose we go Tommy Dod as to who shall stand out ? the Kirk gang in procession into their places, 


aida pone —_—— —__— —— - ——————-——-- PtP stam what shall I buy my darling for a Christmas 
7 year 
A CHRISTMAS ONER. ead Cynical Brute. Nothing, thanks! I was unable to pay for 
(1) (2, fu) = we Ss last year's one until a fortnight ago! 
, TRADE FIGHT Seana ant we Ea Sea Sat ee ae pas 


MANUAL 


a 


: a \ 
“Prithee, gentle maiden,” sald A. Sloper, “hast thou “No, kind sir,” she responded, calmly, “but I know a “How much for this lot?” Not many 


been ay ya in the ancicnt ways and customs of little about Boxing Day.” And once more the Father of _ bidders, you bet! The public have seen 
Christmas 7” our Aristocracy was placed in a false position. similar sights before. Poor Old ALLY. 


CHRISTMAS DINNERS FOR THE POOR. QUITE RIGHT, TOO! 
1 , i ! | . Mrs. Mouldy Muffins says: “It's not everybody's pudding she 


fancies. She always makes her own, She's very particular!” 


¥ 
ty 
NN 


(1). Itwas a benevolent old gent toddling home (2). “That T will, my ttle men. Catch hold o' m: » That C 
the Christmas gouse and things, and two starveling traps till I get my gloves off, and I'll give you penny Pes rerpp pielimmel aah 


r but honest mother, 


ay xutted approvingly her two sons’ towzelled 
waifsientreated him “ter ring the top bell twice an’ 9 plece to warm your poor cold bands wi’ roast wigs, e i ; } R AS | IMBUCTOO. 

't Lop | jee at ” es, exhorted them to lose no opportuunity of culti- SHRISTMAS LIN: : 
knock wunst, the lally’s promised us a soup ticket, chestnuts on the road back. vating similar virtuous actions. oS Or, Natives in search of their Christmas dinuer. 


HER ONLY CRITICS. 


CERTAINLY NOT! 


| HIS FIRST AND ONLY APPEARANCE. 


dtp PRIORI 


Ruth, What do you think of my dancing, girls ? 
Gertie, Iv's not what re think of it, dear. 
Ruth, Well, 1 haven't asked my husband's opinion yet, but he's sure to be 


And with such, an inmate is it 
possible for plum pudding to be | The Honourable Adolphus is persnaded—by some of the young ladies bebind—to go on “just, fur 
indigestible ? minute” during the pantomime, “Rally—they said it would be ‘Such fun!" and tt was! 


Christmas, 1892 } ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISPMAS HOLIDAYS. 
ee ee ee ee es 


WOMEN WERE DECEIVERS EVER. 


—) 


/ 


Ht 


AN UNFAIR EXCHANGE. 


= 9 a bottleful of whisky for a duck! No fear. 
“w a ine, Mare !—“use of a raw duck to me?” 


——— 


This fs not the Blue Orbed Blossom and one of the 
Twins; it is only our old friend Jovy rehearsing some en- 
tirely new and original business forthe Christmas panto, 


(1). The Reetor’s Niece. Oh, here's fun! Dear old uncle has turned down the gas and gone to sleep in the 
vestry while we've been decorating the church. Now for a piece of mistletoe and a pair of gloves 3 


(2). Sly little puss pretends she thinks it’s her uncle, the vicar, but she knows all the time it's the a. -- : 
new Curate, Uninvited guests— who turn up regularly during the } 
A CHRISTMAS GREETING. (It was the Curate. But he bought the gloves—and the ring, too, afterwards. j 


Christmas holidays. 


Old Gent, The yours villains es Lpsoe Seong peste at — —— eens eR OILED: see siti ha 
my gate. I believe they are capable of snow ig myself. 
[And he was quite right. THE GHOSTS THAT WERE NOT SEEN. 


ae (| 
I, 
“ik (Mr, 
AF x « 
alc) lade, " . Youle sce A GHOST WHITE 
ToTHe STUMP OF = (To-nigut 1S THEIR NIGHT ) 
Tue Witenes TREC. And ONC NOT UNLIKE THC —D 


BLOOD CURDLING. ~\: 

Young Reuben departed for bed, S SASS NY Y j \ Gere Ne 

But the Ghost of the Corridor said, PJD) A \\ i) N 

“My worthy young friend, VY \ ba ™* \ 

Prepare for your end.” Le FS \ REGEN . VO) \\ 

They found him next morning stone dead. > ; Vn “\ \\’ \ SY \ ; 

Ss SESE i " ANY a \ ‘ 3 
. VAIS A \ 
RX <Q 


= 2 f i 
= a ‘ 
THERES A GHOST OF ANOTHER THAT HOPS 1010 ,BUT you BET, THERE 1 
A aoe set Suc. Line A FLOA— No GnosT OFA GHOST OID 1 SCE. 
= ee = y 
FLORRIE’S MASH. SELF INTEREST. ANOTHER INSULT. en 


CHRISTMAS MORNING. 
Dedicated to the younger readers. 


y | 
1 


The Master, Great Scott! Biddy, what the deuce have } i look (te 
eo % poddtog ? e ™ * _ TMilastration intended to convey how Dindeee 581 wena Seva mat? atenens Rude Boy. Hullo, cop., drunk on duty! I'll tell yer ' 
ne hie sta akint harry | alge dared ppsabvetdgpsbebuared Florrie Flirtington, of the “Friv." ada eahrecniles i tor when T sees hfm, sce tf 1 don't. Yer ought to- 
had luck an € me to set foire to it got—hiec !—losht entoirely, twists her latest mash “completely Porter. Yes, sir; I don't want any of ‘em to break their nspect F 


It! so Ol imptied the parafine lamp over ut instid 


: e ashi self. 
~ Me t—that's all, round her little finger.” necks (toith a wink)—at any rate befure Christmus, be ashamed of yerse! 


2 
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FA Gbristmas WAree. 


VERY well I'd been keeping up Xmas ; and sleeping 
That night a strange came oe rt uh pee 

Ds ry w 
cision to call back 

the vision ; 
‘Twas a Christmas 
tree wondrous to 


see, 

« There were hanging 

io upon it a neat little 
bonnet, 

Some oystera, a box 

: of cheroots, 
Ten volumes of Mil- 
ton, a lamp-shade, 
a stilton, 

And an_ excellent 


pir of brown 
ta, 


Oh! nothing was lack- 
ing from blue-pills 
to blacking, 

Froin candles to bell- 

Weis ff // ropes and soaps ; 

Hie] | There were tins full of 
4! mustard and pow- 
oe ders for custard, 
And packets of blue envelopes. 
There were chess and bach gesamnon and spinach and salmon, 
And turnips and teapots and twine! 
There were sago and rackets and pickles and brackets, 
And wedges for windows. and wine, 


There were razora, a roller, some novels by Zola, 
Some tricycles, trufties and tripe ; 

There were pictures by Leighton, a kodak, a phaeton, 
A pierglass, a * pram” and a pipe. i 

There were sofas and irons, and books about science, 
And penknives and strawberry cream— 

All these did I see on this marvellous tree, 
Till | woke—and behold ! ‘twas a dream ! 


WAaken at Heyer Sword. 


EVERYBODY said it was a pity he was so shy, and incessautly 
blushing so painfully pink, He had only just been ordained, and 
St. Bumpus’ was his first curacy. The girls, of course, seeing he 
was a bashful young man, set to work to put him at his ease by 
giggling behind their handkerchicfs or whispering to each other 
and asking him all mauner of cheeky questions, and Belle Boldero 
was their ringleader. “You must feel quite a family man, Mr, 
Stammers, holding so many children for christening every Sun- 
day,” she said, and the Reverend Stephen Stammers turned the 
colour of a beetroot. But the climax came on Christmas Eve. Allthe 
nice girls in the parish had come to help to decorate the church, and 
thev were clambering all over the pews, the pulpit and the chancel, 
twin'ng holly and evergreens wherever they could place them. 
Belle took asion of the new curate, and he followed her meekly 
all about with his arms full of pick! holly and his cheeks as red 
as the berries, for Belle was chaftiug him all she knew. 

“Come up here, Mr. Stammera,” she called out, imperatively, from 
the pulpit, and the Reverend Stephen trotted up the pulpit stairs. 

“We must put something on the apumling oan said Belle. 
“What shall we hang up there?” 

“Wha-wha-whatever you please,” stuttered the curate. And 
the girls below tittered. 

“Let me see, what do they call this?” cried Belle, with a laugh 
at the other girls, as she pulled a sprig of mistletoe from the 
bundle in the curate’s arms, 

He blushed from scarlet to crimson, and the girls tittered again, 

“Don't you know what it's for, Mr. Stammers?” asked Belle, 

“I believe the D-d-druids used to celebrate their rites with it.” 
he said, his confusion bec »ming more confounded. 

“But don't ys know of any other rites in connection with it, 
Mr. Stammers/ Please hold me tighter, in case I slip,” said Belle. 
And the titter grew to a merry lof laughter from below. 

“TL believe there are some, but I am—unfamiliar with them.” 

Then, pretty Belle, fixing the mistletoe right above her bouny, 
rosy face, with a saucy twinkle in her black eyes, said, severely, 
“I think your ignorance of these matters ver reprehensible, Mr. 
Stammers. As a clergyman, you ought to in a position to 
instruct your parishioners in everything appertaining to such sub- 
ecta, and, if necessary, to demonstrate—— Oh! good gracious! 

ir, Stammers, what are you doing? How dare you, sir? 

For, even as a timid man at bay turns bold, so will a bashful 
man become at bay audacious. And the Rev. Stephen Stammere, 
seizing Belle by the waist, was holding her under the mistletoe and 
raining kisses on her plump and rosy cheeks. 

“ Miss Boldero and you other young ladies,” he said, when the 
girls had finished shrieking with laughter, “those are the modern 
rites in connection with the mistletoe, and I trust that, at Miss 
Boldero’s request, | have illustrated them to your satisfaction,” 

And from that moment his popularity was assured. 


Fla-ra-ra- @yhristmas- Was ! 


OLD Times gone by—and none too fast, 
And here's our Christmas Day at last ! 
Away all care and trouble cast, 
And bury quarrels with the past ! 
For ae too short and love's too 
dear 
~ To bother there and bother here: 
Away with bluea, and take good 
cheer, 
For Christmas comes but once a 
year! 
Ta-ra-ra-Christmas- Day ! 
With weary work away ! 
Let all be love and play, 
For it is Christmas Day ! 
What though you've debts to 


pay, 
As man can still be gay ! 
So shout the chorus, pray, 
“ Ta-ra-ra-Christmas-Day !" 


Your weekly wage is weak and small 
(it may be but a quid, that’s all 
‘The shares you've bought have 
a fall; 
The broker's man sits in the hall ; 
But let him sit, and brass demand ! 
He's not the sort of man to stand / 
Your ship is sailing to this land, 
So don’t look glum; and where's 
your hand? 
Ta-ra-ra-Christmas-Day, ete, 


The luck may come; the luck may 


a” go— 

It may be sun, it may be snow: 

The “oof” may stop its inward flow, 

But flow again—you never know! 

Come, take the cup and sorrows drown : 

You'll soon be up, though now you're down, 

So smile away, and don't you frown, 

But shout the chorus round the town— 
Ta-va-ra-Christmas-Day ! 
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@iroristmas Fanments, 


A How. From M1NE Host. 


To pay me their respects so deep and fervent 
They, uninvited, come at Christmas tide— 

Acquaintance, friend, relation, quondam servant, 
Rival in trade, and heaven knows who beside. 


For favours past they pay their obligations, 
By qoenine at my board like forest beasts : 

They pay me compliments (with adulations) 
Anent the richness of my Christmas feasts. 


Some pay addresses to my daughters sweetly, 
And thus my daughters’ vote and interest gain ; 

Some to my spouse's charms pay tribute neatly, 
And with me thus, at her request, remain. 


They all pay homage to the cheering “ cratur,” 
They all pay court to all my viands still, 

And hence they're forced—some sooner, others later, 
To pay the debt of Nature—and be ill! 


And then my doctor pays his Christmas visit, 
And sends them copious lots of draughts and pills: 
But, ‘midst these Christmas pay ments, pray why is it 
That J’m the thundering Jay who PAYS THE BILLS? 


—_—_— 


@n the ALbsurdity of Christmas. 


CHRISTMAS is rot, What on earth do people want to go beastly 
long journeys in cold weather for? and wh should a fellow 
have to put himself into active training for dyspepsia and stuff 
himself with goose and roast beef and turkey? And then that 
fearful indigestible plum pudding, and those nightmare inviting 
mince plas sdreadtall As for the amount of alcohol in various 
forms that people imbibe, injuring their own health drinking other 
people’s—downright degrading. Consider, too, the childish extra- 
vagances you indulge in at Christmas parties, right down 1 
call it, Fancy playing at forfeits, pulling crackera, dressing up in 


coloured paper caps and things. Then everybody has to sing, 
whether he can or not, and you tire yourself out dancing with a lot 
of silly girls, and make an idiot of yourself kissing them under the 
mistletoe. 1'’m really very glad the Jollifokes haven't asked me 
down this year. I shall have a cosy, quiet day to myself, and if 
the servants are out, and the landlady has gone to her mother’s, 
like the other stupids Christmassing, I don’t care, I shall really 
enjoy myself in a sensible, rational manner ; and as for——Hallo! 
a telegram? “Letter miscarried. Do come down to-night, if 
possible. Maud here; also all boys and girls. Do not disap- 
point.—JOLLIFOKE.” 

Whoooop! Hooray! Where’s my Gladstone? Where's my 
dress-suit, my shirts, my boots, my everything? Hip-hip-hooray ! 
Won't | have a good old time down there with the Jollifokes, their 
boys and the girls, And, Maud! Right away from this dreary, 
dingy den, Good old Jollifokes! Won't I wire into the roast 
goose and turkey, and won't I lam into the fizz, Whooop! No 
time like Christmas, after all ! 


CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 
One Shilling. Post Free, 18. .2}d. 
The ROUND TABLE ANNUAL for 1893. 


££ N35 
POUF-LA,. 
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(Christmas, 1899, 


WA sotsie’s “MNT retched Cy bristmas, 


It has been, years and years before I was born o 
custom of somebody or other to run down Christman ene ot a 
good cause, La aged . with 
people are, perhaps, most 
Teclnet te, Childven look 
Obl poopte put'ep with 
ple u 

it. Bone peo 4 feel 
aes ob Bes 
give away money the’ 

cannot afford. Some rd 
invite company they 
don’t want to see. Heaps 
and heaps of reps hate 
pias pudding and 
loathe mince pies. Hun- 
dreds on hundreds the 
Ch dinner makes 
ill and the Christmas 
season worries and up- 
seta, Thousands say of 
the Christmas _holida: 

they are glad when it is - 
over, and indeed, they 
say the same thing of 
their autumnal trip. I’m 
always miserable myself 
when Christmas comes 
round, it reminds me I 
shall be nineteen next 


year, 

But there must be a 
Crtiat mas, yee 
now. It puts something extra in the kets of i 
author who, in the summer and his shirt sheaves, goes hes Tantaes 
over the beauties of frost and snow. The genial artist, also in 
his shirt erg green wintry landscapes from memory while he 
sips his 8. and B, iced, There is possibly a temporary want of 
joyousness about the genial publisher if he has to pay anything in 

advance, but that is neither here nor there, 

The other genial tradesfolk n a little later with their Christ- 
mas goods, Christmas trees, Christmas hampers, Christmas goose 
clubs (good old | arin those members), etc., etc. 

I say I hate Christmas, This is Christmas Eve and not a scrap 
yet provided for the Christmas dinner. Poor Pa, who says he is 
gett ng up his Christmas number for the year after next, has been 

f possible, later than usual getting home to tea, and yesterday lost 
the money that ma had given him to buy o turkey and pudding 
materials, He arrived at home, however, with one raw pork 
sausage, which, he said, was all he could rescue from a dog that 
stole them. a is going across to the Home to ask the Superin- 
tendent if dogs ever do eat raw sausages, 

For the last three or four nights, too, seme fearful Waits have 
been making such hideous discord below my bedroom window that 
sleep has been impossible, 

I'm not one to cry down all Waits any more than all street 
organs, but these Waits are something too fearful! To-night, 
Christmas Eve, Lardi Longsox aud I have been having a miserable 
guine of double dummy, to the time away, the refreshment 
consisting of hot elderberry wine and half burnt chestnuts ; and we 
were just going to bed to have a good cry when those miserable 
Waits began anew. 

But we are prepared for them. We have brought the garden 
syringe upstairs to the bedroom. We have plenty of soapsuds, 
Lardi cautiously opens the window. I poke out the nose of the 
deadly weapon and let fly. 

“Great Scott!” cried poor Billy, for he it is who has got the full 
charge in his face. * * » * 

Poor things! (the other one was the Dook Snook) they had 
been practising for weeks and weeks, and when perfect, had 
resolved to hang around and soothe me to slumber. They meant 
well, Loan bl The good intention was there even though the 
performance lacked somewhat in its entirety. 

Weask themin,anyhow, and regalethem with cake, luke warm elder, 
and what there is left of the nuts, The Dook pronounces the elder 
to be nectar fit for the gods, and Billy le he prefers chestnuts 1 
bit amoky. Eresenty; we having given thema gentle hint that it 
is ey late, as they are go ng, the Dook casually inquires 
whether I have seen anything of Lord Bob lately. I reply that I 
haven't, and don’t want to do so any more, This appears to cast a 
sett os the Dook Snook’s young life, and he shrivels up. Billy's 
jaw falls. 

_ ‘We used once to have merry Christmases here, once upon a 
time,” says the Dook, with a sigh. 

And Billy murmurs, “ What meals they were!" 

They move towards the door and on the threshold Billy pauses 
to ask if we care to have another tune. We say, perhaps not this 
evening, and they crawl forth into the darkness, *« * #* 

Later on, we hear Poor Pa, who has lost his latchkey, and ask 
him when the plum poiding and turkey are to be expected. By 
Poor Pa’s reply, it seems he is labouring under the impression that 

y has gone, and that this is the 26th, 

* 


* * * 
TOOTSIE’S MERRY CHRISTMAS. . 
EXTRAORDINARY events are occurring. As early as nine in the 
morning, & mysterious man appears with a@ mysterious hamper, 
which he and the driver of the cab that brings him have some 
difficulty in carrying into the passage. They leave no message 
with it, and only say a gentleman paid them forthe job. It is 
Alexandry who opens the door, thinking it is the milk, yells aloud 
80 as to arouse the whole house, Lardi and I jump out of bed, 
and ask if it is fire. 
Ma comes down in 
al nightcap. om 

appears on the 
scene in weird attire. 
We must all look 
rather funny. The 
hamper is a huge one: 
it is directed to Poor 
Pa. Poor Pa takes it 
for ted, 

“Some of my many 
kind friends,” he says, 
waving his hands as 
though blessing a 
quarter of a million, 

“Some of them 
stoopid things for the 
shop winder,” says 


ma, 

—— arum sha, A 
says Alexandry ; “go 
a b’iled camel inside, 
perhaps.” 

“Or,” suggests 
Billlum from next 
door, “another White- 
chapel tragedy.” 

” screams 
Eveliny, “there’s a 
ticking inside! It’s 
dynamite!” : 

But at that moment He has 
up drives Bob. It is he who sent the humper, of course. =e 
been away chasing his yacht, and only just got back, bringing 
a lovely diamond necklace, which he fives me in the eveniDg, hea 

What aday and what anevening! All the family were assem ree 
and the neighbours have petitioned Poor Pa’s landlord to give 
notice, threatening all to leave ut Lady Day if Poor Pa stops: 


* * 
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Christmas, 1892.) 
| GOLDSTeIN’s | CELEBRATED | WATCHES. 


99 __ Acknowledged t to be the Most Reliable Timekeepers 
Ever produced. The saOyé- = es 
4 ments are guaranteed well ETOsy STRATFO! 
dr thaieeiaatacaa a: | AIFF. stone, of 166 Stanton. 
: pene spared. to secure the | DUTY, says: — "The ring and chate 
' heat and idst modern ins. |have given every satisfaction, and 
j provements, Every Wateh | you muy wake any use you Ike of 
} eg arate regard oe thts.” October Vth, 1892. 
ti res a > aT. 
im 4 je “| THE ROYAL. 


ONE TRIAL IS 20 = 


ANOTHER ONE? 


“The Typical Cocoa of” 
“English Manufacture” 
“Absolutely Pure.” 


Mr. Alfred Leather, of 
198 Undereliff Street, Brad- 
ford, writes on October - | 
6th, Ik92:—“The Watch © 
has given every satisfac- 
tion, is a good timekeeper, | B 
stands the test, and keeps | 


an excelleat colour, The | paps s OPEN 
Late wate — Pu 

Seal also keeps a good Cases, Jese.ied i 8 fag vy frener 

____| evtoure colour.” tosh tt everiasting. 28 Post trec, 

a, 


r= 51.000) lto be absolutely GIVEN AWAY. 


posITIVELY THE BEST HAIR DRESSING FOR STRENGTHENING, 3, Neg, Caralogue cour mining Sazu Teri smoniats and ST a re ace ee Cistaner Bese cnienlorea tte 


AUTIFYING AND ae siving it away free of charge. Send your name and address from any part of the world, auda copy will be sent Gratisund Pust Bce 
= "7 ata THE HAIR Call and see the World-renowned RLEOFRIC GOLD and CHEMICAL DIAMONDS 8 ; 


59 Which are Crystals of Marvellous Lustre, Brilliance and Hardness, and canny le detected f te. 
judaes deceived. They will stand allacids ana heat, Can he mounted at the » de of real gens with are 4 
~ worn by the most fastidious person with confidence. Elect Gold ts the same Bieh Cs . 
ts euaranteced Kqual to to Real Gold, Everyone pleased, Money if Pat approved, Porn Beof Muver o tha 


The Analyst. 


Gent's Electric Gold Keyless.—Open Face, Enamelied Dial, 
Half Plate, and Jewelled in Four Holes, 128. 6d., post paid ] 


NO CHEMICALS USED 
(As in the so-called Pure Foreign Cocoas). 


POSITIVELY FORCES geo |— eee 
LUXURIANT HAIR, WHISKERS AND MOUSTACHIOS a | eee 
To grow heavily in a few we. ks, without injury to the Skin, and no matter at what Age. ee | 
THE =e ¢ " 36 
Fale Hoop Ring, op ve MOUNTED IN NEAL ain! ined | Pie Nitod hima ot 
Guines Pearl Bing. Most GOLD, Per Pair, Rbk Wk, vonds of the firet 


water, and v 

lustre. Expe af edo 
fuclue 8 de 

‘oot fre 


marvellous offer” ever 
Post free, 18, 4d. | 


BALDNESS 


from whateve: arising. 
‘ Asa Producer of 
WHISKERS AND MOUSTACHIOS 
It has never been equalled. 
Asa Curer of Weak and Thin 
Eyelashes, 


aa Lustrous Gray Rin x Inve or Keeper Ring, 


i@ 
equal to & Lady's Di d or Mi 2 
OR RESTORING GREY HAIR Hired Grane Drew Ring| Dist Gunraniced |'Bidne bree Kiar very [Ming ven fly nie et end 
to its original Colour, 7 Post free. bays a rose trent ai. Brae ond pret ey and equal ue nal t a ine ery es“ ch, 
never fails, >. at tree 
1s , 23. 6d, 3s. Aas and 5s. 6d. per Bottle, from Gaeta and Perfumers all over eis a —— 
4 di fr vation, on receipt o! \ 5 pot: ure fur Jewellery and Genera Faney Goods Store: 

the world, or sent direct, free from aoe ; P' 1s. 4d., 2s. 10d., 3s. 11d., 34 OXFORD STREET, W Fancy Goods: 8 & 20 OXFORD STREET, W. 


and 6g. Postal Order preferred, 
EDWARDS & CO, 95 = _Holborn, London, | ates 


10 & 12 sgt i lala “(Next door to the New Oxford Music 


(Next door to the Prascati Winter 
Garden.) 


Or 13 sais See that the Bame is on every Copy. Cr 13 


COPIES FULL MUSIC SIZE, COPIES 


feat Fat per AND GUARANTEED CORRECT. ves 
Parcels Post, Parcels Post, 


28 Catalogues, Post Free; or Ths Stores Bound Illus! rated Price 2 
'e List (56 Pages) Post Pree 34. 5 s. 
SONGS. 


Thowe marked * have « separate accompaniment tor the |? THE ONLY FOOD THAT WILL PREVENT OR CURE INDIGESTION. 


y, 


No, 
877 An Old Sweet Greeting in F, 578 in G, 579 in B. 
585 The Reason Why in B, 586 inc. (A Pretty Humour- 
ous Song.) 
403 What are the Wild Waves sasiig (Vocal Duet) 
are the aves saying (Voca! 5 : 
569 Maggie Murphy's Home (Illustrated ), 
567 Diver. in E a oes Diver in F. RECOMMENDED ABSOLUTELY 


[sek eee tee i res mera STRONGLY NECESSARY 


536 Jehnny, get your Gun. 

562 ‘There is a Tavern in the Town. FOR 

566 Gipsy Countess ( Vocal Duet). 

469 Barney, take me Home again. 

* 49 Call me Back again, 
#421 Dutch Clock Man—Arthur Lloyd. 

102 Grandma's Advice (Comic). 

470 I'll Take you Home again, Kathleen, 
153 Little Brown Jug, The (Comic). 
427 Little Peach in an Orchard grew. 
#203 Old Folks at Home (Swanee River). 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal family, 


PURTISHED. 


"GEUNSITEAd Lsatr 


susTt 


A y 
GRAND NEW Sona 1 IN 3 KEYS; FED, inGi(c 

ia tre ltg hte test Song you ever heard, such a charm 455 Passing the Time away. 
Nae teen, Wigan armed pic ure of above in shades #423 Pretty Pond Lilies, 

fcc pies ta Ne daien nd shone Checel cae #456 She's as Bright as the Morning Star. 

wun key vet ules vahetwi @ order 411 Song that reached my Heart. 

©458 Strolling Home with Rosey Posey, 
433 Tipperary (Irish Christening at). 
442 When the Leaves begin to Turn, 
441 When the Robins nest aguin. 


4h 


293 White Wings. Re 
eft Who's that Calling so Sweot ? | GROWING 
Yt PIANOFORTE 
ie An Old Sweet Greeting Waltz, b Ensen Gautier. PROFESSION. C H i LD R E N. 
(The most charming waltz of the Season). 


581 Take your Partners Schottische, 

583 Geneva. Graceful Dance, by Leonard Gautier. 

584 Country Wedding, 4 Barn Dance, by Leonard Gautier, 
673 Pretoria, £ntr'acte, 

674 Fire Away Galop, 


675 March of the Phantome Red ‘‘ Hovis Bread and Biscuits contain the whole of the Nutritious Con- 


HH Willow Pacsore Folks. (Aer Biestintet> stituents of wheat in a form suitable for digestion. The Manufacturers 
He Dia Gold the Goblin Bie vey have received the Highest Testimonials from Medical Authorities, We 
570 Maggie Murphy's Waltz, J. 8. King, recommend Hovis Bread and Biscuits to our readers,” — Family Doctor. 


542 Christmas Bells March, 

543 Merry Christmas Bells. 

64 American Lancers (Popular Melodies), 
326 Country Dances (set of six.) 

872 Dear Old Chums Polka, (Pretty.) 
343 Highland Schottische. 


a Who's that Calin 0 Sweet Polke If any difficulty 1s experienced in obtaining HOVIS BREAD or BISCUITS from 


THE HOLBORN MUSIC STORES. 15 HOLBORN, any leading Baker, please write S. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


LONDON, E.C. 


(Mas 
m op way publisher kept in kept in stock. Also a large and varied selection of musical inpcemmeatl 
245.) How to Learn “THE BANJO IN 8 EASY LESSONS. Post Free 15. (Established 1845. 


ALLY SLOPERS CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. (Christmas, 1392 
sft es it i SED ee oes 


— 


A SEASONABLE REMINDER. 


(TImME—Christmas Morning.) 


> ; P 4 
ee OMI OD bs | 4 


: SIGNS OF THE Times 
Voice the Depths.— Wound le wateh (hic) pat on 
, and now must put ontsh candlesh. 1 repeat man's fhe 
runksh when he remembersh not to forget to iwi, 
eandlesh (hic). Labi 


SOUNO ADVICE. 
When you expect friends to come and spend Xmas at your 
house the best way to get out of the dilemma is to do as “ Buffer” 


does: pack up your “portmanteau,” catch the earliest train i ” 
and go to friends who do not expect you; you are sure to find i 
_them at home, vs 


We 


: < Sm Nie, uy 
Gouty old gent reuis--" De.att UNCLE,—In addition to your Mn, CN «din, Tilt ou. tas 
annual Xmas Box I should be glad if you would let me have ~ 
£50 as——" ete. “ Wishing you a Merry Xmas and Happy Rude Boy.—D’‘e.r, Simpson? y' ain't handlin’ a mince ple! Don't eat it all! Leave a bit for the jy 
New Year.” [The L.C.C. would not allow us to print “ Dear p'leeceman ! = <a" 4 
Unele's” remarks. aieiscaar, A CHRISTMAS BALLAD. 
OUR CHRISTMAS PANTOMIMES. 
> ~ 
SN WN & 


Tre Suipper 
1p), OFGLASS, 


ALI BABA 
AND Ags; 


R.C. Quite THE DANDY MAN, 
ANOJRIDAY HIS HANDY MAN, 


“Christmas cheer (humph ! Christmas pills), 
Christmas beer (bab ! Christmas bills).” 


Ano 
CewD. Whi] [INGTON 
SY Sipps N N Joo! 
C/I NY 
SQ 
Tre GIANT JACK Stew , 


AN AWFUL EXAMPLE. 


Y Jue Bases inytuc Wood, 
AnoBoro Rosin Hoon, 


“ALADDINTODATA ,AND ALSO HIS IMATER | 


— sh 


WHAT WE MAY SOON EXPECT. 


Udy tee dai) 

1, “Say, old cock,” observed Stonebroke to his friend Pebbley, “We are Jolly lucky to get invited to old 
Beanfeast's this Xmas Eve. He's got a capital notion of a very nice little ‘spread,’ I can tell you. I've been 
banting for a week on the strength of it.” “Same here,” said Pebbly.—2. “ What! you hadn't heard that 
I have turned vegetarian and teetotaller, eh? Oh, yes; it’s a fact. some of these beans a la beefsteak. 
James, pour out the water and—"——(3). But the famished wretches waited to hear no more. In three 
seconds they were dashing wildly up the street to the nearest “pub,” as closing time drew on a) ._— 


(4). And so deeply did those guileless ones take to heart the awful example of their friend's backsliding, Our? 
“Here yer are, gentlemen ! opera glasses to see all the that when the chill hour of “chucking time” boomed forth u the night they pursued their homewa ‘ hinks hacting werry eas} 
beauties of the ice, only one shilling an hour. No path in silence, save for a few shrieks and catcalls, and with the deviating steps which bespeak minds Panto. Super.—Ah | some on ‘em t ie ca abart all night? 
swell who is a swell should be without one.” wrapped in the most profound contemplation. Eventually they were found buried in the snow. ‘Ow would they like to carry this ees 


December 5th, 1492. 
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